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TO MY MOTHER, 

WHOSR FONDNKSS AND DEVOTION. HAVE CHEERED AND 
SUSTAINED ME THROUGH AN EXISTENCE. WHICH THOUGH 

BRIEF. HAS EXPERIENCED MANT DISAPPOINTMENTS. 

THIS VOLUME, 

Coataioing the earliest effasioiM of an onaspiring Mute, 

IS AFFECTION AT ELT DEDICATED 

BY BRR 

GRATEFUL SON. 
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ZAMIRA^ 

A DRAMATIC SKETCH. 



"CHARACTERS. 

Spa/iis, S^c* 

Zamira. 

Spit it of the Lake* 



Scene.— i4 romantic Landscape'-^ Lake 91 
the distance — Zamira discovered. 

ZAMIRA. 

Why comes lie ndt ? 1 loiig;liave tarniefl 
By this silv'ry lake, upon whose verdant banks 
We bive oft wandei'^d at the nifK>nlight hour; 
And I have listened for the gf*n(le song. 
Which he is wont to chaunt when his light boat 
Glides swifrly thro' the sleeping waters* like 
A fairy barque, seen in midsummer dreams; 
And yet he comes not. Ah ! if his vows are ihlse, 
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And he to other maidens should incline, 
And so forget his faithful, fond Zamira, 
No longer then* will beam upcm her brow. 
The smiles which he so oft hatli gaz'd upon. 
And calPd them, mooi/bcams on a modest lily. 
Hark ! do I hear his oar ? hush J hush ! ye winds, 
That not a sound may mock my anxiousncss. 
No — No — it is not; "^tis the suiimier trees, 
Waving and lustling, as the evening gales 
^Pass lightly through their branches. 

Bright Spirit ! 
'Who oft has cheer'd us in our saddest hours, 
With happy omens of futurity, 
'Come from thine unseen dwelling! whether 

beneath 
The placid waters of this quiet lake, 
Or, in the greenwood, that is smiling near ; 
Teil mo, where tarries Ganem, ihat he comes not 
To his Zamtra, nt the promised hourl 
Gomel gentle Spirit J at my Inddingcome, 
"To give new hope, or seal my woe at once, 

IThe Spirit qfthe Lake appeart. 

•SPIRIT* 

TMaiden, at whose call I come. 
'From my bright and viewless home; 



Maid of ever blooming cheek». 
List the warning, that f speak. 
When in yonder starry skies. 
The moon shall brilliantly arise ; 
Passing gales shall bear along 
To thine ears, thy lover's song* 
Other maids, can win him not,. 
Pliglncd vows are unforgot ; 
Still danger, sorrow, must thou feel, 
And weep in woe, ere joy in weal. 

[The Spirit disappears^ 

ZAKIRA. 

And he toill come again ! Oh ! thou bright queea^ 
Of yonder starry arch, why dost thou stay 
From thy celestial station ? each moment 
Of thine absence, seems an' age of sorrow. 

\Tlie moon rises,. 
Ah! now art thou rising, bright hei-attl 
Of my fond Iove'& coming ^ sweet harbinger, 
Of his fidelity ! how beautiful thou art T 
Who can marvel, that all lovers love thee \ 
Thy beams shed peacefulnrss, thy presence joy ; 
Thou art the very light of love, the orb 
Of happiness and sweet serenity. 
Bi|t softft methiiiks I heiar his distant song. 
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Stealing upon the breeze which crisps the lake^ 
Like the soft breathings of love'^s gentle hite. 
Borne on the southern gale, from oiange groves- 
Oh ! this sweet silence ! which thus lets me feed 
JMy raptur'd ear with sounds so heavenly. 
That the imagination well might deem, 
An Angel hover'd warbling in the air. 

[/4 boat is seen apprortching the shore with 
Gancm, who sings the following 

SoNo. 

My love ! each beauteous flower that springs. 

Is fair — but none so fair as thee ; 
Oh ! list the Iny thy lover sings, 
As swiftly o'er the summer sea, 

Glides his light barque to thee love^ 
Glides his light barque to thee. 

In chmes afer, in court or bower» 

Where beauty dwells and splendours shine; 
I saw none like my mountain flower^ 
No eye so bright — no formhke thine, 

To win a heart like mine, love^ 
To win a heart like mine. 

Then swiftly o'er the phicid tide. 

Like the wing'd fowl my barque shall flee v 
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My mountain maid ! my promised bride ! 
Unchang'd and true, I come to thee. 

To find thee so, to me love, 
. To find thee so, to me. 

[Ganem springs Jrom the boat and embracing 
Zamira* 

Oh ! dear one — can the honey bee, that lights 

On ev'ry flower, to sip its sweetness, 

Taste such sweets as ttiese, my own Zamira ! 

2AMIRA. 

Welcome ! more welcome than the holy dew, 
Which cools the fever'd earth, art thou my love!; 
Oh! Ganem, each moment of thine absence 
Have I counted — Why didst thou tarry so ? 
A thousand fears, have shook my anxious soul— 
A thousand fancies, tortured my weak mind ; 
Woman thnt loves as I do, ever fears 
In times of peril, when her love is absent 

GANEM. 

I know not how it is, when most we wish 

That Time should swiftly fly, he seems to lag. 

And move, as tho' his wings were made of lead. 

But now I'm here to listen to thy song, 

2* 



in 

More sweet than that which yonder Bulbui sings; 

[Nightingale sings. 
Hush! hush vain bird, thy plaintive warhlings. 
My love vi\\\ 4eaoh thee sweeter notes than those. 

ZAMIRA. 

1 cannot sing-^— my song was ever gay*; 
But sadness how is steaKng over me, 
And 1 feel like one thal^s doomM to hear. 
Some heavy tidings. Oh! tell me, Ganem, 
Has ill befallen thee ? or dost aught dread ? 
Thou art not friendly to the Sultan, love, 
A thousand dark suspicions crowd my mind, 
And dread forebodings, fill my soul with fear. 

OANEM [aside. 

' She has not heard, no babbler sure, has told 
K)f the conspiracy* 

zAitiRA J[catching the last word^ 

Conspiracy ? 
^Qh! then, indeed, the spirit truly spoke ; 

And I shall weep in woe, ere joy in weal. 
KSanem, thou know*st my soul is knit with thine, 

A simple mountain girl 'lis true, whose cot 
. Would be a palace, wereit shar'd with thee ; 
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The flowers that blooin arotincj, brighter than 

gems. 
Which sparkle in the court, where thou would'st 

take me. 
Ah! leave me not, to raise thy hostile arm 
Against thy countrymen ; let no civil war^ 
JMakelhose whose blood perchance fiows in thy 

veins, 
Widows or wiveless, childless or orphans. 
It is a dreadful evil, when kindred 
Rush on kindred, in hot war — abandon it. 
Oh! as you love me Ganem, abandon it 



OANEM. 



Is it not better love, that I* should strive 
To rid mji country of a tyrant's reign, 
And make all free as nature hathordain'd J 



2AVIRA. 

No— not at such cost — the peril is too great. 

Ha! what light streams suddenly across the lake I ' 

A boat with armed men, is rowing hither; 

Whftt mean they Grfnem ? are they friends or foest 

[A boat is seen approacAihg iht shorts 
2* 
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. . GAHKH. 

1 know not— I would they sped elsewherey 
We cannot be betray'd; who would betray f 
Sadi> would not ; or Agib, or Achmet. 
Who then can be the traitor ? there's Hassan^ 
He is faithful — ^is't Musif ? that man, 
I like him not — there is a devil in his eye^ 
A double glance, I ever doubted ; Uis he* 
Now they come ; by Allah ! they are Spahis i 
Musif is there — the villain points to me ! 
Ho ! there, the boat ! — fool ! fool ! I am alone ! 
IHe rushes towards his boat as the Spahis^ 
headed by Mdsif^ land and seize him. 

ZAMIRA. 

Hold — are ye men? ye shall not drag him 

hence ! 
Tear from the dove her mate, will she not die t ' \ 
Ganem, dear Ganem — let them not part us thus. 

OAKEM* 

My poor Zamira— one word, one word, to her. 

MUSIF. 

Now, Spahis, now— heed not the womao's ' 
shriekOf 
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Nor yet his girlish whining— oa with him ! 
On with the sullen traitor to his doom. 

oANEM . [Struggling with the guardi. 

Oh ! that I had brave Achmet at my side, 
Or e'en a sabre in this single hand* 
Yaur triumph slaves, should not be easy won } 
And to the hell he merits, yon false wretch, 
Would 1 in justice send. 

MUSIF. 

Poor fool ! rant on ; 
I hold no parlance* with a maniac ! 

[Ganrm is forced into the boat which pushes off^ 
Zam IRA watching the action with intense cmxie^* 

ZAMIRA. 

Protect and shield him — ^generous Allah ! 

GANEM. 

[As the guards attempt to chain him. 

No-^by Mahomet, no t not for these limbs ! ' 

I am no felon, for a felon's chains* 

Off villain, off! Ah ! Providence is kind. 

[Succeeds in drawing^ his dagger^ ufiii which h$ 
stabs MusiFv 



* . 
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Drink deep— drink deep, it is a traitor's blood. 
Now then, for liberty or death ! 

[Leaps into the lake and swims towards the 
shore. 

ZAiriRA. 

For life, love t 
How his stout arm divides the glassy waters. ! 
Kind Heaven, give him strength to 'scape hi^ 

foes. 
Ah ! they pursue him — Oh ! my kind spirit, 
Weave some magic spel^to make all motionless, 
Save him whose life, hangs on this fearful crisis. 
[TAe boat is again seen approaching the ^hore 
which Ganeh reaches^and falls exhausted at the 
feet of Zauira. 

GANEM* 

Safe ! and near thee — ^my own — my kind Za- 
mira !: 
\^As the boat is again near the ^hqre"-^ mist 
rises and intercepts its approach, the Spirit of 
THE Lake appears. 

SPIRIT. 

Maiden rest, thy woes are over 
Safe from dangery is thy lover ; 
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Let no idle fears atami thee,, 

Spells are wrought, and none can ImrD^tbee; 

O'er thy future life, will we 

Watch, protecting faithfully. 

^[J%e SpiRit pl€Lcing Zamira's hand ih Ga- 

By the dangers now past. 
And the fears thai are fleeing; 
By the spells that are cast. 
By unseen, yet still seeing 1 
By the Spirits that dwell, where no mortal eye 

reaches. 
By -the fond pra/r of love, which ne'er vainly 

^beseeches ! 
In the reign of the stars and the empress of night, 
<Like thy sdnis long since Wedded^ thy hands I 
unite. 

IThe Sfikit disappears^ and the mist vanishing^ 
discovers a beautiful landscape view and cottage. 

ZAMIRA, 

'fleet see iny Ganem, yonder is my home. 
Sly own. sweet native cottage ! there my love. 
Thinking no more of sorrows that are' past. 
But as of some sad dream, which ages 



Cannot wipe from faithful memory, 
Wc cheerily will see the stream oflife. 
Plow caJraly on» unruffled 1)y a care. 

GANIM. 

My bright Peri ! thy words, are like the atnum 
That Angels warble unto fainting soult^ - ^ 
Assuring them of Paradise ! 

Yon cot. 
Which seemingly some fairy hand has reaPd, 
And love has consecrated, to love 
Shall be devoted. My sweet Zamira 1 
There will thy Ganem pass his happy life 
And think of nothing, but his bliss and thee ! 

SONG. 

• ;: ki^^The Sddier>^ Tsar. 

She saw her flowers wither. 

And beheld her'hopes decay ; 
And all their bright creations, 

Like shadows pass away: 
But she gazM on hiiUs whose smile 

Like the summer's sun could cheer; 
And thought to weep upon his breast, 

Love'^s Iiome of jpeaccj was thereu 
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Sut she saw no more that smllo 

Of joy upon his brow ; 
And the breast which eft had pillowM her, 

No home of peace was now ; 
For cold the heart ^which beat within. 

To its first We had grown ; 
And affection's smiles which cheer'd fier once, 

With hope's young dreams bad flown- 

There is no lustre in her eyeSf 

No bloom upon her cheeky 
She weeps not, speaks not, yet fier sighs. 

The soul's despair, bespeak. 
She's fading like a summer planti 

Forever from this eartb ; 
To dwell where sorrow ne'^ exists, 

Where Angels have their birth. 
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A V£N£Tl:AN TALE. 



'Ti8 not with^e my form is bent, 

Or of time that rcy locks complain j. 
But half ofmy weary life was spent,. 
Wearing the bondman's chain* 
And my hair became grey,. 
And my youth pass'd away, 
Ere scarce it had blossom'd in sunshine a day. 

My stor>' ! Oh ! I did not deem, 

That I my woes shpM{4 ere relate ; 
For hope ne'er sent a cheeripg beam, 
To sooth me in my hapless state^ 
But so it is, — I live, am free ! 
From bondage, ntJl from misery. 

Yes, thirty years, hav^ f>9<$3'^ ^^f^Xfiu. ^ 
Since first thej^oldeii (fr\f upi^^ jifM^abow 

How many at my age ar?..hg|J|t>X5rgay, 
How many f all, all, sare myself alone.^ 



Ad isolated being am I now» 

Heart-broken — shameris stamped upon my bfow. 



Night hung o'er Venice ! her hundred spires, 
Seem'd pyramids of silver in the light» 

That streara'd from the summer laoon-above^ 
Galm, cloudless, beautiful and bright* 
The peerless harbinger, of peace and love I. 

And music swelPd, and figured fires 
Like meteors playM in the gentle air; 

And gondolas danced o'er the moonlit bay^ 

With siikea streamers^, waving ^y,. 
Fiird with the noble, tiie young and fain 

Why did that pageant shine f 
Why went forth Venice then with shouts of joy t 

Why brightly flow'd the ruby wine ? 
Those shouts — that pageant — they were for a 
boy t 

Beardless and beautiful ! yet brave, 
He came a conqueror to his native iisles, 

Fortune to him a triumph gave, 
And bless'd are they, on whom the Goddess 
omiles.. 
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Lorenzo Citti ! rose on every 'breeze^ 
Lorenzo Citti ! swell'd in every cry *, 

Oh ! how my 3^ung vain heart, then throbbVl 
with pride ! 
But glory wither'd like the trees, 

That bloom in summer, but in winter die) 
And so my hopes, bloom'd, wither'd-— died. 

Time gaily flew — for my heart was light ; 
When youth is happy, hope is bright ; 
We dream not, storms can e^er arise, 
To shroud with gloom such sunny skies. 

Envy look'd on me, my star of life 
Grew dim« and clouds be^an to rise ; 

I had a young and beauteous wife. 

Whose guileless heart and star-like eyes, 

Sooth'd me, ere care oppressive grew ; 

Hope died — and ah ! she died then too. 

I had a brother, life with him was youngs 

But reason never shed her cheering light 
Upon his mind, a gloom upon it hung, 
Yet he was fair, and his dark eyes ^ne^ 
bright. 
And to gaze on him, none would ever deeai 
That be was inad| so gentle did be seeok 
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He died, and it Was said that T 

Had beeh tlle^ iriurdferer oiTthatTioyi 
*ns true r saw the' Slid one 'die, 
But how could I his life destroy f 
By Heaven, no ! 1 lov'd him well ; 
A suicide ! the maniac fell. 

I heard him shriek, beheld him fall. 

Grasping the fatal crimson'd knife; 
I snatchM the stee^ and ere a call 
Could rouse assistance, fled was life. 
O^er him I bent, the weapon in my hand. 
Thus found — charg'd — banisl/d from my native 
land. 



A galley slave! I who had been 

The favor'd of my own lov'd land ! 
I for wl)om life appeared a scene 
Of one eternal evergreen, 

Was doomed to bear the felon^s brand; 

And yestrs of toil and haplessness. 

Of utter hopeless misery ; 
Witliout a ray of joy to bless, 

Passed slowly, sadly on with me* 
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Oh 1 how I pray'd for death ! 

Oh ! how I sigh'd f(»r home ! 
Tbo' poiscm'd there, by slander's breathy 

Still there, mj^ soul would roam. 

My own lov*d Venice ! isle of flowers, 
I sigh'd for thee, and thy orange bowers. 
And often a tear would dew my eye, 
When I thought of my own, bright native sky. 

I know not how> yet oft I slept. 

On the cold earth, with nought above 
But the sky, and 1 deem'd the bright stars wept, 
When the night dews fell on the plants 
they love, 
To give them bloom and brilliancy. 
And the fancy sooth'd my misery. 

t courted sleep that " counterfeit of death," 

For then I dreamt of my native isles ; 
And thought I was fann'd by the zephyr's 
breath, 
'Neath which each plant of their garden 
smiles. 

And then 1 was happy, gay and free. 
And pleasures once more shone around me 
bright ; 
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And my wife liv'd again and smilM on met 
Like a cherub from realms of eternal light i 
But, Oh ! when from slumber I awoke, 

To the dreadful cold reality ; 
It secm'd if my heart again were broke. 
And my woes had immortality. 



I was pardon'd, I knew not, reck'd not why, 

I breath'd again my native air; 
But each gaze was from a stranger's eye^ 
Altho^ none strange to me were there- 
Freedom alleviates some pain, 
But what would wipe away the stain? 

I sought my father's halls once more, 

A stranger holds them now ; 
For me no longer opes the door, 
No menials to roe bow ; 
I, like a house dog e*en would lie 
At that door, if they there would let me die. 

But a wretched outcast am I now, 
And must bend my body low ; 

To those who once unto me did bow, 
Who once, I toould not know. 
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Friendless and liouseless now I roam, 
In, no — not now, not now my home. 
Let no such thought, my soul o'ercast, 
Venice will give a home at last* 

Yes, yes, perchance a few brieif years, 

She'll yield the wanderer a grave ; 
'Twill not be dew'd with friendship's tears. 
They will not weep who would not save* 
No lofty monument will mark the spot, 
Where I shall sleep, once honored, now forgot. 



REFIiGCTIONS 

ON THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 



Departing cheerless year farewell ! 
Thy beauties have all withered, and thy joys 
Have fled like visions which dark woe destroys. 

Thy records! let us scan them, — ^aye, they tell 
Another year has flown, and mine own life. 

Is in its progress to tlie mlent grave ; 
A little while, Til watch this earthly sOife 
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'Twixt man and man-<-«uid yes» 'tween man 

and ftite. 
And view tbem toss'd on fortune's swelling 

wave. 
Laugh at each other's woe, and murmer at their 

state. 

Farewell, departing year t 
The recollections of by-past time crowd on me 
now; 
Oh ! it is sweet to think of early days. 
When gay in youth, 1 climb'd the mountain's 
brow, 
To greet the rising sun, or watch his parting 
rays. :. 

■■•-*- 
But all the joys of youth have passM away, 

And thus from youth to age, doth life progress;! 

From age unto the grave, tlience — who dare say. 

What fears condemn him ? what the, hopes 

that bless ? 

Beyond the grave, but ONE can know tJie 
change, 
And He ordains all that is just and wise i 
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Here let us pause, for if reflections range 

To the eternal realms, beyond the skies, 
Vague hopes, dark fears, the human breast 

peiTade, 
Trembling, we pause — to venture on, afraid. 

Hail coming year ! mankind all bid thee hail ! 

Yet know not why, soon wilt thou leave us too ; 
Doubtless thou bringest storms that will assail, 

The frail barque of existence, man will rue 
Thy coming, yet he hails thee, for Hope says, 
Perchance, thou may'st bring to him brighter 
days« 

Deluded man ! each year might calmly pass. 
If thou submissively would'st yield to fate ; 

And as the sand flies swiftly thro' the glass, 
Learn not to murmur at thy earthly state. 

Alas ! the task is hard, to the last bourne, 

Man mourns forever, he was " made to mourn/' 
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TSB XNBZAN OXRli'S ADDWEMI8 

TO THE EUROPEAN. 



Thou bid'st me come from ray forest home, 
Where the wild rose blooms and the red deer 

roam; 
To speed with thee o'er the waters wide, 
To a land where thou say'st, I shall be thy bride. 
And rich attire shall there be mine, 
And the pride of wealth around me shine. 

Ah ! no, ah ! no, there are treasures here. 
To my heart of innocence, far more dear; 
And I would not fly from this seat of health, 
For all the glittering pride of wealth. 
And my Indian youth ! — oh ! his eye to me, 
Outshines all thy jewels brilliancy. 

White man — I cannot speed with thee 
To thy home, athwart the wide rolling sea ; 
My heart cannot wander from scenes of youth. 
And the friends, and the lov'd one, who clainia 
my truth. 
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And can I forget him J Ah ! no» ah ! no, 
While the red sun shines, or the blue waves flow. 

Hast thou seen him J his form's like the grace- 
ful pine. 
And his eyes are black, and with love they shine, 
When they gaze on roe ; but when roused in fight, 
Ah ! then indeed are they fearfully bright. 
And the foeman have quaird 'neath the glance of 

his eye, 
As swift from the strength of his arm they would 
fly. 

Here, white man, 1 give thee a wampum band, 
'Tis the work of the Indian maiden's hand ; 
Oh ! keep it, an emblem of peace 'twill be. 
Between us, when thou art athwart the sea ; 
But again ask me not, with thee to rove. 
From my forest home and the youth 1 love. 

I ask not wealth — there are treasures here, 
l^o the red girPs bosom, more bright and dear ; 
The music of birds, as in air they spring, 
|s sweeter than any, which man can bring; 
And the silver waters, when calm can be, 
A n^rror full bright and cle^r fpr m^^ 



.> 
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No rich attire 1 crave from thee, 

That of ray race, suits well for me ; 

No jewels bright need adorn my hair, 

1 can deck it with flowers more bright aiid fair; 

I ask no gems — my pride — my wealth, 

Are my Indiait Love, and the smiles of health. 



IVATIOKAIi nELODir. 



The harp of my country ! tho' young, yet its tofae 

Can awaken the spirit of Freedom, and tell 
Of the deeds of our Fathers, who honored have 
gone. 

In peace to their rest, or in battle have fell. 
It can tell of the time, when oppression uprearM 

His power to crUsh, and her sons to ensl&ve, 
And boast of the heroes who fearlessly dar'd, 

To battle for Freedom on land and on Wave. 

The harp of my country ! its tones shall ere lottg 
Be bei^rd o'er the ocean, and Liberty there, 
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Shall arouse from her shiDp^ier and list to thy song, 
And her soul-etirring cry* sliall swell loud on 
the air# 
The chains shall be broken that fetter mankind, 

And tyranny perish wherever it be ; 
And man, urg'd by nature, shall nerve heart and 
mind. 
And all, like AHsaicA, daae to be FREE ! 



ABftSABt dp flCfiAlTBir 



I SLUMBERED, uot on downy bed, 

Or 'neath pavillion gay and bright ; 
But pillowM was my weary head 
Upon the velvet turf, and light 
The summer zephyrs sportive play'd. 
Around my couch by nature made. 

Calm was tbfit sleep, for life was young, 
And Hope enchantingly then sung ; 
No cloud of sorrow dimm'd the ray^ 
For youthful hearts are ever ^v« 
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I had a vision, glorious, bright — 

Tlie dreams of youth are ever light ; 

But ah ! that vision fled too soon^ 

Like the diamond beams of an infant moon. 

Calm was my rest, when around my bed 
Of verdure, it hover'd bright and fair; 

Like the meteor gleam of Hope it fled. 
And melted away in the balmy air« 

Each shadow of sleep in memory dwells* 
Or joy, or woe, to the heart it tells. 
And my dream of Heaven, doth still remain, 
0\\ that record of bliss^ as it is of paiA« 

• 

In that sweet vision, first upon my view, 

Arose a being beautiful and fair ; 
fiis eyes of beaming innocence were blue, 

In graceful ringlets flow'd his golden hair. 

Radiant his wings, and on his sacred brow. 
The brilliant halo of Eternal love. 

Shone with resplendent light ; low did I bow, 
I knew he came from those bright realms 
above, 



Where dwells the Deity : and thus he spake* 
With voice far sweeter than ** a summer lute ;" 

Even the breeze, did not the stillness break, 
I heard in silence — reverence is mute. 

Thus spake the Angel. ** Mortal with me ily# 
*' To regions far beyond the sky* 
** There enjoying lasting bliss, 
** Sigh not for a world like this.'' 

And tlien methought, his hand in mine entwin'd^ 
And rising swifter than the fleet wing*d wind^ 
On air we mounted, and serene, my soul 
Possessed no earthly feeling, as I gaz'd, 
E'en as the eagle on the sun, which blaz'd 
in summer strength, I was in Heav'n*s control* 

Earth was beneath me, and it seem'd 
Bereft of beauty and no longer fair ; 

Swift to the glories, which above us beam'd, 
Still we pursu'd our upward flight thro' air* 

Soon we approached the everlasting gate. 
On which I gaz'd with wonder and delight, 

Here then, methought, we enter on that state. 
Where bliss is lasting as 'tis pure and bright. 
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TheD Isaid the Angela ** Open wide 
'* Ye everlasting portals, for I bring 

** Another to tliese realndis of joy and love» 
'* To join the spirits who delight to sing, 

"The praise of Him who reigneth here above.** 
Then did the golden poKals open wide^-^ 
Heaven was there in its eternal pride. 

Rich odours mingled in the gentle air. 
Music's soft numbers swelled, and silvr^y strains 

Were sung by " Angels ever bright and fair,'* 
To Him who there in peace, forever reigns. 

Then I beheld the everlasting throne, 
Adorn'd with jewels far more bright, 
Than those which gem " the robe of nigbt«'' 
I knelt before the High and Mighty One, 
Adorn'd in silence, and in silence lov'd* 
As onward then, a bright wing'd choir mov'd ; 
Enchanted on their melody I hung, 
While thus harmonious, the Angels sung. 

THE HYMN, 

Before thy throne, eternal King 1 
- We bend in holy love; 
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In reverence thy praise to sing. 

United here above, 
tn Majesty Supreme^ alone, 

Thou guid'st our Heavenly way ^ 
While hov'ring 'round thy sacred throne, 

We own thy mighty sway. 

Then onward mov'd the sacred throng, 
Still chaunting the adoring song. 
The golden harp, a Seraph rang. 
The Hallelujah, loud was sung, 
While every celestial grove, 
Echo'd the notes of peace and love. 

1 follow'd and delighted gaz'd, 

I listened, wonder'd, bow'd and praisM ! 

Around me flowers sprung, whose bloom 

Fades not like those of earth ; 
Their odours the light breeze perfume, 

Which fans them from their birth* 

The vision fled — ^my slumber broke, 
In admiration I awoke ; 
I gaz'd around me, earth was green, 
And flowers were blooming fair and bright; 
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But not like t|iose that I had seen, 
Where fancy show'd me realms of light. 

Again 1 sluraber'd, but that dream 
No longer round my pillow play'd. 

It vanished, like the meteor's gleam. 
But ne'er from memory can fade. 



PENN^S TREATY. 



The Savage yielded, but no blood 
CrimsonM the fertile land ; 

He bow'd before the wise and good. 
And the weapon fell from his hand. 



They stood around the sacred tree, 
And the compact of peace was made; 

It was not sign'd with the blood of the free, 
Or sworn on the shining blade. 

Religion, wisdom, quelPd the rage 
Of the savage, the tale is true ; 
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The knife was thrown at the feet of the Sage,^ 
The victor no weapon drew. 

With no cries of war did the air resound, «r ^ 
No tomahawk gleam'd in the sun ; 

He spoke, and silence reign'd around, 
The victory then was won. 

The city is now where the red deer rot'd, 
The hall, where the wigwam stood ; 

It has flourished, the land which the Indian lov'd. 
Was not purchas'd with Indian blood. y> 

And the red man when Miquon's name was 
breathM,* 

Bow'd'low and rememberM the story ; 
No marble is rais'd, no shrine is enwreath'd, 

The world attesfs his glory. 



* Miqaon — the Indian name of William Penn.— See 
Becords of PennsyWania. 
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THE FATHER'S GRATE; 



^■*" 



It was a sight of beauty, tho' repFete 

With sad reflections^ that would wake the sigH 

Of tender pity. 

The scene was lovely — 
It was a summer'^ ere, in that bright land. 
Where fragrant groves and flowers of ev'ry Buc,, 
Bloom beautifully ; the sunny clime 
Of happy Italy ! the pale calm moon, 
Shed o'er the verdant earth her thousand beams. 
To light the widow and her orphan twins. 
To the small chiirch-yardj where in ^^ dreamless. 

sleep^'^ 
Repos'd their father in an humble graven 
Mark'd by no stone or monument of pride.^ 
A blooming rose tree, which in life he lov'd,. 
The pious widow had transplanted there. 
The tenant of thqit^rave> had met his death 
As g^U^t^soldkn IhouldyfiMSyviDg that,. ^ 
Which nei^ toilis Ci^f^|pgta^lH||pl<yi^rve r 
With heart sincere, and to its cause attach'd^ 
The soil which gave hii^^birtb, his native laiid^ 
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The widow sUII was youthful* and yet kiir, 
Tho' grief had placed the lily on the cheekt 
Trom whence* with cruel hand he stole the rose. 
Weeping she stood by that low narrow bed. 
Wherein lay ^ half her heart -,** her boy and girl 
Were by/Mair only-grief, their mothei'* tears. ^ 
They ask'd the cause of so much wretchedness-; 
She pointed to the grave, and thus she spale, 
While tears, likedew over a marble face, 
Roll'd brightly down her care-wompallid cheekiu 

MOTHER. 

» 
JVfy tears, poor innocents! for ye are shed ; 

And I, in sadness now have brought ye here, 

To lead ye to the grave, where sleeps your sire* 

GIRL. 

Why sleeps our sire here ? sure His far better 
He should go with us to our cottage home^ 
I'll wake him, mother. 

MOTHER. 

Hush ! hush— my darling ! 
Thou can'st not wake thy father — I have calPd 
3^ull often in the bitterness offrief 
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Upon biniy yet woke hkta not— tbou can*8t not. 
He is dead. 

BOV. 

■ -• 

Dead? I shot a apenrow wkfa 
The bow he gave me ; the arrow pierc'd its side^ 
And the poor bird died lingering at my ieet 
Oh I how it struggled, ere its end arrived I 
Was such my fathei's pain ? Ah ! tell me; 
Did be struggle ere he died, and suffer 
Like that gentle sparrow did, sweet mother t 

HOTHER. 

Worse, worser my boy; thy guileless heart wa» 

painM, 
In merely seeing a poor sparrow^s death ; 
Oh ! how it would have bled, had'st thou beheld 
Thy father fall in battle, and there die. 

GIRL. 

What is a battle^ mother t 
Am) tell me why my father left his home> 
And went there ? 

Bor. 

Oh ! I can tell thee what a battle is ; 
For oft of them has our father spoken^ 
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t 

* 

And told me too» how there he bravely fought> 
That foemen might not desolate our cot, 
And drive us to a foreign land, perchance, 
ril tell thee what ke said a battle was. 
When foemen meet each olher» and then fight 
With naked swords and cannon, which to hear> 
Thou would'st in very terror hide thyself; 
They strive to kill each other, too, sweet Sis, 
And thus I fear, our father met his death. 
Is it not so, dear mother? 

MOTHER. 

True, my boy; 
'Twas even so, thy gallant father died. 
And now thou hast not one beside myself. 
Save God above, to watch and guard thy youth. 
Then join your prayers of innocence with mine, 
That He who will not let the orphan want. 
May give your mother fortitude, to rear 
The two last scions of her husband's race» 

BOT. 

Oh ! yes my mother, soon, thou art aware, 
I shall be old enough to toil for thee ; 
And we again shall see thee gladly smile; 
And EUoise will join her aid with mine» 
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To win glad laughter from thy sohcM htart* 
And make thy life pass happily along. 



^ODTG, 



.1 

'Oh ! maiden, pretty maiden, say, 

If pity in your heart reposes ; 
Hast seen a little bay this way, 

His brow adornM with blooming rosesi 
His smile, his arch,^ his eyes are blue, 

And bright as stars that gleam above ; 
His name, ah ! guess it fair one, do ; 

They call the wily urchin, Love. 

Ah ! hapless me ! ah ! well a day. 
Where shall (seek him f maiden say. 



Oh ! maiden, pretty maiden, say. 
Hast ever seen the saucy creature, 

IVho wounds our peace, then runs away? 
There's mischief in bis every feature. 
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On yonder bank of verdure bright, 
I sat and crown'd the boy with flowers ;; 

My heart he stole, then took his flighty 
And I've been seeking him for hours. 

Ah ! hapless me— ah ! well a day !.' 
Where can I find him? maiden, say. 



Oh ! maiden, gentle maiden» then, 

If meeting him, this favor do? me i 
Tell him to send my heart again, 

Or for it, give his own unto me. 
But stop, together let us hie, 

And seek him ia his own bright bowers ; 
For there conceal'd, the rogue may lie, 

A wily serpent, hid 'mongst flowers. 

Ah I luckless me — ah ! well a day,. 
Shall 1 there find him ? maiden, sa^^ 
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TEB DSVA&TimB OF ▲ 8BXBS 

FROM HER NATIVE LAND. 



My bride ! my barque is on the sea. 

To my native land we go ; 
Art thou not love* content with me 

That thus thy tears do flow? 
I3 it because the sea is wide; 

Or the tempest loud, dost fear t 
Ob ! tremble not, my gentle bride. 

The danger thou dread'st, I share. 



Thou liast read» perchance, of the boundless deep. 

Of the mariner toss'd on the wave ; 
And think'st our gallant barque may sweep, 

Light o'er some lost one's grave* 
But calm thy fears, behold the sea. 

Is smooth as the silver stream. 
On whose banks thou so oft hast stray'd with 
me. 

When illumed by yon moon's bright beam. 
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Come dearest, come, yon gentle moon, * 

Which is sailing now aboVe, 
Will light our way, and haply soon 

We'll reach our home of love. 

No— no — ^I fear nor wind nor wave, 

Or the dangers of the sea ; 
For should'st thou perish, would not thy grave, 

Be the same that would yearn for me f 
But my sire is old, and my mother sleeps 

In death, in yon church-yard nigh ; 
And when an aged/atker weeps^ 

Should no tears dew a daughter's eye f 

'Tis true my brother will yet remain^ 

My father's age to cheer; 
But» oh ! when ill, who could soothe his pain. 

Like a daughter, if one were near. 
And is not this my native land, 

The home of my early days ; 
Where Hope first wav'd her fairy wand, 

Where I caroll'd my earliest lays ? 

And cold is the heart, that would not ache, 
When parting from scenes like these ^ 
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^Vhen a last farewell^ it would pause to lake^ 

£re it speeds athwart the seas. 
J3ut now 1 am thine — ^yes native land* \ 

Thy child afar must roam ; 
She gave her heart, when she gave her hand> 

She hies to another home. 

But oh ! she loves you, this fend adieu» 

She lingerM awhile to take ; 
Father — Brothert farewell to you, 

No more, — or her heart will break. 
Tho' love may bless her and pleasure sliine^ 

Yet memory oft will roam 
"To that spol, where nature erects a shrine 

For worship, her native Iiome. 

'Come, come, I hear the seaman^s cry, 

T fear not the foaming wave ; 
With thee all peril I defy. 

All dangers I would brave. 
But marvel not thy bride did weep, 

When ties Kke hers were broken ; 
But 'tis past, we are now on the boundless deep^ 

Home ! the farewell is spoken. 
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SONITET 



I SAW these flowers cuirdf beheld them wove 

By fairy fingers, in a bloomiDg wreath ; 
And she was beautiful as infant love, 

Who pluckM them sparkling from the dew 
gem'd heath ; 
She seemM the blooming goddess of tfie morn, 

As she mov'd lightly, happily along; 
And on the passing breeze was lightly borne. 

Her happy, innocent, and lark-like song, 
^llie wreath is blighted, as yon flowers died. 

So died that maiden of Angelic brow ; 
I saw them wither and 1 sadly cried, 

Those plants, that lovely ode, where are they 
now f 
And then metfaought, so fadeth all things bright, 
As day is banish'd by the gloom of night. 
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TURKISH SJERENADK 



Day is declioing, 

The red sun has set, 
The pale moon is shining 

On high minaret. 
Its diamond beams dancing 

Upon the smooth sea. 
Like thine own bright eye glancing 

In sport love, of me. 

Come to me Zaidee, hasten to me. 
Leave thy light slumber, love calls to thee. 

Hitlier my Zaidee, 

Thy lover is near, 
Love will upbraid thee. 

If thou art not here. 
My boat o'er the billow, 

Shall bear thee along ; 
Court not thy pillow. 

But listen my song« 

Come to me dearest, hasten to me. 
Leave thy light slumbqr» love calls to thee. 
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Music's soft numbers, 

Thy light ^leep shall break; 
Love never slumbers. 

He's ever awake. 
Silence is reigning, 

All nature now sleeps; 
Save the night bird complaining, 

That '* Love wakes and weeps." 

'Tis Love's hallow'd hour, come then to me, 
And gladden a heart, that throbs only for thee. 



TiRQisricrs, 

AFTER THE DEATH OF HIS DAUGHTER. 



The cause— aye, thai will consecrate the crime; 

The guilt is on his soul — not upon mine* 

Why, would he not have robb'd my child of life. 

In taking that, which life can purchase not ? 

Then what did I ? 1 did not murder her, 

As hir'd bravo's would, or vengeful men. 

Ah ! no, ah ! no, it was in grief— God knows. 

In bitter grief I plung'd this steel 



Into her guileless heart. I gaverher lifer 
And gave her life again, by taking it 
'Twas to save that, withouiuvlucb life is voiJ 
And worthless too, moreivQdMess than the weedf 
Which grow in gardens, tliaf neglected lie, 
And render all around them noxious too. 
Oh ! what is woman, when she loses that 
Which all mankind, in kindness cannot give» 
Yet oft in cruelty will take away. 
If slander breathes upoaber chastity, 
Will she not perish ? then shall he perish. 
Who w^ould have robb'4 my child of that dear 

gem. 
Appius, beware ! by all the Gods I swear. 
By the pure blood of her thou would'st have 

stain'd, 
ril have thy heart, thy rotten heart, foul wretch ! 
Hark — ^hark ! she cries to me, she calls for 

vengeance \ 
Yes, sainted girl, thy father hears thy cry. 
Here from the forum, where the traitor sits 
In all the hardihood of reckless guilt, 
ril drag him through the streets of wondering 

Rome ; 
And 'frighted maids will stare, and matrons cry, 
^^Look, where the angry father drags the jubLch, 
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^^ 



Who sought to blast the honor of his house.^' 
^^s just revenge ! the sacred Gods ibemselvcs 
Will give me their applause. Here, Appius, 
Her father — aye Virginia's Father, 
Waits thy coming — thou wilt noi come — but 

now 
1 have Ihee-^own to the damn'd, more curs'd 

thyself, 
Than any horrid minister of liell 1 



^UJE HOUR OF JBVi:< 



There's beauty in the evening hour, 

When the heart is calm^ and the sky is bright ; 
^When the dew is sparkling on the flower, 

Like diamonds in the inoon^s soft light ] 
When the lover guides his little boat 

'Neath his lady^s lattice, o'er the stream 5 
Which seems o'er the sleeping waves to float. 

Like the shadowy thing of a fairy's dream. 
When each star in the silent deep that gleams, ' 
JLike the tear-dew'd eye of beauty seems* 
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There's holiness in the erening how^ 

When the knee is bent and the heart is rau^d:; 
And the vesper hymn steals o'er lake, thro' 
bower, 

And the Father of heaven and earth is prats'd* 
When healthy nature in calmness sleeps. 

And the forest beasts in their caverns crouch^ 
Or an anxious mother, wakes and weeps. 

Watching her suff'ring infants couch. 
Oh ! look around ye, and believe. 
There's holiness in the hour of eve* 

N 

There's terror in the evening hour ! 

When the weary traveller wends his way 
Thi*o' unknown paths, when tempests lower 

And lightning ihro' the storm clouds play. 
When fearful, the silence of night is broke 

By the cry of beasts that affrighted roam 
The trackless wild, and night birds croak. 

And the trembling lost one, weeps for home I 
Then look around ye, and believe, 
There's terror in the hour of eve. 

There's pleasure in the evening hour. 
In the halls where light and beauty shinej 



^hea songs are beard iu mirtl/s rosy bower, 
And sorrow is drowned in ruby wine. 

"When music swells and maidens dance, 
Like spirits of air, thro' the fairy scene-; 

And the flowers of life to the youthful glance 
Seem thomless, bright and ever green. 

'Oh ! tarn away then, and believe. 

False pleasure is that, of the hour of eve. 

There's quiet in the hour of eve, 

In the peasant's cot, where contentknent smiles; 
When the sacred words, his cares relieve, 

Or the song of innocence, time beguiles. 
Where health gives happiness, and sleep 

Is tranquil, careless and serene; 
And the woodbines round his cottage creep, 

Like contented life, forever green. 
Still gaze on'ttiis, and still believe^ 
His, is the calmest hour of jeve. 
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TBB DBATB OF TBS TBAPFB&. 

SugguUd from Cooper^* Jf<nel f^ Vu *^ PmAiKiB. 



Hi died ; 
And oh ! it was no common Iribute, which 
The mighty monarch who spares none, received. 
When be gave up his lease of lengthen^ life* 
How noble, awful, yet sublime, his death ! 
Pain had not severed the mysterious tie, . 
Which to the body binds the immortal soul ; 
But nature* weary ^rown, yielded at last« 
To the destroying angel of his God. 
The young and gallant chief, whom he had calPd 
The son of his adoption, one hand clasped; 
The other, held that of the descenJant 
Of his ancient friend. His faithful dog 
Was at his feet, lifeless, yet seeming 
In his view to live ; he was unconscious 
That his trusty friend, had paid the debt, 
All that are mortal owe, unto the author 
Of their fleeting lives. 

His was fast ebbing ; 
His eye had lost its brightness, and his arm 
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The vigor which iD youth had strengthened it* 
At times a beam of intellect reviv'd. 
Would light his features and again illume 
His death contracted brow — then, would lie 

speak 
Of early days, and of his coming death ; 
Told where his father slept, and humbly crav'd» 
Some stone might tell, where he himself should 

sleep. 
That future generations might derive 
The knowledge, that a man like him hadlivMy 
A man like him had died^ 

He pausedj 

And silence was around him ; then again, 

His face resumM a glow of healthfulness, 

His eye its brightness, and his arm its strength ; 

Raising liis unbent form, as in obedience 

To some mighty call, " Here T cried the ancient 

one, 
And sunk again into his humble seat, 
Then into slumber, calm as infant's rest,, 
Never to wake on earth. 
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GliEXFVIHr 



Thet have gone from thy ancient hallt 

Proud castle ! Sire and son; 
The harp hangs silent on thy wal]» 
And thy banner floats like a funeral pall, 

Dark, desolate and lone. 

No beacon light is in thy tower*, 
Peserted and drear is thy lady's bowerj 
And the ivy, as though in mockery,. 
Is all, lone castle, that clings to thee. 

Why art thou thus deserted ? where are they,. 
The brave, the beautiful, the young and gay. 
Once the bright circle of thy hearth, 
Thy lords of high renown and noble birth. 
Answer, ye time worn towers ! where are they ?• 
Your silence answers, they have pass'd away.. 

And thou old castle — work of mortal hand; 
Thy walls and battlements still frowning stand ; 
While those who reared thee, those whom God 
bad made, 
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Have passed from earth and in the tomb are laid* 
The stranger wanders through thy silent hallff* 
And gazes on thy trophy covered walls ; 
While on the time worn scroll, be thus can trace, 
The ** Legend of the Lady of thy race." 



TBfi UBOBITD OT TBB &ABT OT 



She was fair, and her gentle eye 

Was blue as the azure above ; 
And her song, like an angel's lullaby, 
Drew maiden's tears and manhood's sigh. 

And won the soul to love« 

She was not of lordly race. 

But Glenfuin had high renown ; 
And he livM in the sun-light of her face, 
And be vow'd, that the maiden's charms would 
grace 

And give lustre to a crown- 
She was wedded — the beacon light 

Then blaz'd in Glenfuin's towers ; 
In the halls there shone a pageant bright, 
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And the minstrel sung of Glenfuin's might. 
Mirth reign'd in the smiling bowers. 

The reign (^pleasure fled. 

And the war cry loud was given ; 
And Glenfuin's lord, to battle sped 
With sword in hand, and helm on head^ 

And his bride he left to heaven. 

She sought the turret high ; 

He was last of a lordly race ; 
She saw the foe from his legions fly, 
A shout ! there was terror in the cry. 

And the bloom fled from her face* 

They laid him upon his shield, 

And o'er him the tartan spread ; 
His hand grasped the sword it would never yield) 
And slowly they march'd from the battle-field^ 

Bearing the honor'd dead. 

She met them — she knew it all ; 

" Oh ! speak not,'* the sad one cried ; 
Her hand remov'd the martial pall. 
One long loud shriek — they saw her falii 

Her heart broke, and she died. 



«1 



JSONO OF THE FliOWERS^ 

ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER 



Farb^rll^ farewell to the earth we love, 

The spirit that blights is near^ 
His white mist gathers o'er lake and grove, 

And his breath is on the air. 
The bloom of our lives is now fading away, 

And the pale leaves around us fall ; 
The voice of stem winter we must obey, 

Tho' death be in his call. 

Farewell, farewell to the cheerless earth, 

Till Spring smiles on bower and plain ; 
Oh ! in joy ye will hail our happy birth. 

For then shall we bloom again. 
When the honey bee sips our earliest sweet, 

When the dew on our petals shine ; 
When the Spring birds their merry songs repeat. 

And the May wreath maidens twine. 

The cold breath is on us, fare thee well. 

We are withering fast away ; 
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Nor maiden's sigh, nor magic spell 

Our presence here can stay. 
We are fading fast, frail beauty mark 

Our lives, and this lesson prove ) 
Tho' the winter of life may be chill and dark» 

There's a spring which ne'er fades above. 



TO SWEAR ETERNAL ENMITY TO ROME. 



If thou would'st go with me, to share my fate 
In that detested land, whatever it prove ; 
Then thou must go as I shall, with a heart 
Of bitter enmity to hateful Rome. 
Come then, my boy, the sails are stiff'ning, 
Their bosoms swell to meet the fav'ring breeze ; 
The gallant vessel only waits our coming. 
But ere we leave the home of our fathers, 
Where our best affections all arc centered, 
Here on the altars of our sacred Gods, 
Whom I invoke to register thy vow ; 
Swear by the glory of thine ancestors ! 



By the fond love thou bearest unto me^- 
By the stern God of battles ! thou wilt hate 
Forever, Rome and her accursed offipring. 
Hate them, my son, deep, deadly and eternal ; 
And pursue them with thy hatred, whilst thy 

heart 
Throbs warmly with the love of liberty. 
Such is the oath I would propound to theet 
And such the oath that I would have thee take* 
Now on this sabre, which so oft has drunk 
From the warm purple fountain of our foes, 
And register^ in blood the hate I bear them ; 
Swear that thy heart throbs like thy father's, boy. 

Hannibal. [Kneeling and kissing the sword. 

Witness, ye Gods ! Eternal enmity to Rome, 
I swear ! 

Hamilcar. 

Enough, the Gods have heard the oath ! 
As ye observe it, may they deal with you ; 
Prospering in faith — perishing in perjury. 
Now then, away to Rome, my boy, to Rome, 
With arms as strong in nerve, as hearts are firm 
In hatred. 
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There is^n isle, which the blue sea laves 
With its foaming, sparkling, sunlit waves;, 
Where flowers are blooming and orange gmvesf^ 
And all that romance in its revels, loves« 
Of that isle of beauty, a tale I bring,. 
Which the spirits that dwell there delight to siog v 
Too bright was th^ spot for man's abode, 
And no mortal it's soil had profanely trod. 
Yet the light wing'd spirits that thro' it rov'd,. 
Have as mortals liv'd, and as mortals lov'd- 
The bright moon shone on that flowery isle,. 
Where the beauties of nature forever smile ;i 
And calmness reign'd o'er the fairy scene* 
And silver light streamed o'er fields of green. 
The lake that flow'd thro' the fertile grove 
Was calm as the slumber of infant love ; 
While each star in the silent deep. that gleaai'd. 
Like the tear-de w'd eye of beauty seem'd. 
There came a sound thro' the orange grove. 
Like the gentle soothing straiu of love i^ 



'Twas a fitting night for the god.to stray 

From his rosy couch, and weiid his way 

Thro' the bowers and groves of an isle like thisi 

KFair» as the fabled home of bliss : 

And his light boat danc'd o'er the silv'ry streamy 

Like the shadowy thing of a fairy's dream* 

There was a spirit of manly grace, 

Jn the barque of Love, in that holy place ; 

And swift o'er the stream as it flew along, 

This was the bright-wing'd gallant's song. 

" Dear one ! I come now the night breezes 

sigh. 
And nature sleeps calm ''neath the star^span- 

jgled sky ; 
To win thee from slumber, IVe left my lone 

cell, 
'Love'ssong to sing to thee, Love's story to tell ; 
Love guides my boat o'er the star-illum'd 

stream. 
And Heavens own gems, on my pathway 

gleam. 

Then come my love, come, from thy rose 

cover'd bower, 
Exe morning is beaming on stream and on 

;flower." 
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Then came on tlie passing breeze» a voice 
To bid the sorrowing heart rejoice ; 
And this was the sweetly warbled song> 
Borne on the gentle gale along. 

*^ I come, 1 come from my rosy bower; 
While tlie night dew is glist'ning on shrub and 

flower, 
With a wreath in the moon's gentle light en- 

twinM, 
For the spirit by love in my soul enshrined. 

Hither — Oh ! hither, thy light boat guide, 
To meet and to greet me — thy happy bride.*' 

That spirit was fair ; the day ne*er beam*d 
On fairer — Romance never fairer dream'd ; 
A creature of heavenly loveliness, 
Who was form'd for love, and form*d to bless* 
And her heart's j'oung idol, smiling came, 
And whisper'd softly his lov'd one's name. 
He sung of love> and that spirit bright^ 
With his, did her bird-like voice unite* 

AfEiin in love's light canoe is he, 
With that beauteous being happily ; 
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While gallantly, gallantly o'er the tide. 

Sail the spirit lover and his bride. 

Now changM is the scene— cries rend the air, 

The spirits of envy have left (heir lair ; 

The bright moon flies from the vaulted sky, 

And the robe of the tempest is bung on high : 

And the storm fiends shriek, and the lightnings 

glare, 
And meteors flit through the murky air. 

Where was the light boat then ? the wave, 
Did it ope for those spirits of love, a grave ? 
Ah ! no, they were borne by the angry tide. 
To the cave where the demons of wrath reside ; 
And fearful and dark was that cavern's gloom, 
Which seemM to them as a living tomb. 
While fetter'd there, th' exulting cry. 
She heard, as the spirits of wrath went by. 
Now hush'd is the storm — the young and fair 
Were taken and bound, in that dark cave there; 
Then came before them a vengeful train, 
And this was their loud tiiumphant strain. 

^* Spirits ! that ride cm the stormy wave, 
Who dwell unseen in this darksome cave. 
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Hklier I (be loves of the Flower isle 
Are here ; and blasted tbdr happy smile. 

** They shall not leave u^ shall ne'er unite. 
The bud of their hopes, ere it blooms, we 

'blight; 
And they shall dwell in our lonely cave. 
No joys to bless them — no friend to save* 

■*' Weep, aye weep ! your teara are bright, 
'Tis woe to ye, but to us delight ; 
Yes, sigh, to our ears 'tis music sweet, 
As the strains that are warbled in loves 
retreat. 

^' Wither, aye wither, before our eyes, 

Like the flower which slowest droops and 

dies. 
Lost— lost to ye, is thy isle of Flowers, 
And hopeless forever, your future hours." 

But their straiin is hushM, for terror now 
Drives the smile of triumph from their brow ; 
Some spirits to rescue, fearless, brave^ . 
Have sought their lc»ie and gloono^ cave; 



Their fearless shouts, thro' the cavern ring. 
And thus the gallant spirits sing. 

^ Hither, hither spirits bright ! 
Wend your way with footsteps light ; 
Bring the charm, their chains to break, 
And the rescuing chorus wake« 
Bright wing*tl son of the Flower istey 
Fear not, peerless daughter ! smile. 

^ The charm is wrought, the spells that bind thee^ 
Broken are, unharmed we find thee ;. 
Dark wing'd demons of this cave, 
Fly before the good and brave." 

And many a magic spell was wrought, 

When the Flower spirits that dark cave souglat ^ 

And the rescu'd lovers gay and free. 

To their isle of beauty, fled merrily. 

Their nuptial banquet was gay and hright,^ 

In a fair>' grot, by the silver Tight 

Of a summer moon-— while spirits there,. 

With unseen melody fiU'd the air* 

They were wedded, tliosespirits of loveliness, 

And joy their nuptial hour did bless ; 



y# - -*, 



While every verdant bower and grove« 
Ek:ho'd the joyous notes of lore. . 



ERIN'S SXILE. 



Afar from the clime where his father was bom. 
In the land of the stranger, the wanderer rovM ; 
But bis heart with devotion, oft fondly would 
turn 
To that green isle of beauty, the home that he 
lovU 

He thought of the days, when her wild harp was 
strung, 
To notes that re-echo'd, o'er earth and o'er 
sea; 
When the strains that her minstrels delightfully 
sung. 
Where the deeds of her heroes, the songs of 
the free. 

But silent and broken, its chords all unstrung. 
Hangs tha hatp that he Wdi in her desolate 
halls I 
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Aod hush'd are the strains, which ia gladness 
were sungi 
And torn b the banner that floats on her walls. 



Oh ! EIrin ma voumeen ! the wanderer criedt 
Ere life's dream shall be overi I hope still to 



Thy bright banner ware in its beauty and pride. 
The green flag of Elrin» the flag of the free ! 



SONG. 

Sung91ihSepl. 18S4< 



THE DAT OF GBHBaAI. La FaTBTTB^S AaRlYAL IN 

Philadblphia« 



Aia. — To Anacreon in Heaven. 

1 

All hail to the Chieftain, who crossed the rude 

deep* 

When oppresfflon's dark clouds dimmM our 

national glory ; 

When the genius of freedom in sorrow did weep, 

Fot the wrongs of a land, now immortal in story. 



^Twas then our sires by nature uigM oih 
ResolvM to be free, because free, man 
was born* 
And they cried with one voice, ^Let us on to 

the field. 
We'll fall, ere our rights to a monarch we yield." 



^Twas then a young chief, 'mid the wide world^s 
applause, 
Cross'd the deep, lo defend our sorrowing 
nation ; 
Life, honor and fortune, embark'd in the cause* 
Which involvM in it all that was dear in 
* creation. 
Like an angel he came, 
And imraoi;^al his nam.e, 
Shall forever appear on the records of fame ; 
And the sun of our glory in darkness shall set. 
When we cease to honor the brave La Fayette. 



And now he has come in the fullness of fame, 
To tlie land he defended when young and in- 
vaded 5 



Be now views her free, and her hallowed name 
Which is cherish'd by freemen, shall ne'er be 
degraded. 
Her sons all unite^ 
With the voice of delight. 
To greet the lov'd hero, who foremost in fight. 
Involved our dear home in sweet gi'atitude's debt. 
Which we now freely yield, to the good La 
Fayette. 



Oh ! stay, honoffl f^hief, in the land which in 
youth, 
When oppress'd, you so nobly and bravely de- 
fended ; 
Her laws have their basis in justice and truth. 
And are cherish'd by freedom, for which we 
contended. 
And when from this earthy 
To the home of the blest 
You are calPd, in our Washington's grave 
you shall rest ; 
But the star of your glory, it never will set, 
But forever will brilliantly beam — ^La Favbtt*. 
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THE ORPHAir 



Mother, awake ! the sun has set, 

And darkness spreads along the sky ; 
No silver star is peeping yet, 

And save the night-bird's mournful cry. 
And the winds whistling loud and shrill, 
I hear no sound, 'tis fearf ul stilh 

Mother, awake ! for thou hast slept, 

Long on the cold earth by my side ; 
I slumbered not, but watch'd and wept. 
And yet could tell not why j cried. 
'Tis bleak and very lonesome bere» 
1 tremble sadly, mother dear. 

'Ah ! me, why dost thou not awake t 

I've cali'd thee, mother, oft and loud ; 
A storm seems risingf soon will break 
Yon heavy and alarming cloud. 
There is no shelter for my head. 
Cold and expos'd too, is thy bed. 



She bears me not — how pale and cold 

Art thou, my mother dear ; 
The dead are so I have been told. 
She breathes not, and I fear 
My mothei^s dead ! in lonesome woe* 
Onward her orphan boy must go. 

Go ! where ? ah I God direet me now. 

Father of adt ! my onfy onie ; 
Guide my young footsteps, teach me how 
To live, thy unprotected son. 
Kind Heaven ! perchance my pray'r of grief 
Is heard, and thou dost bring relief* 

Kind stranger ! list the orphan's tale. 

And do not check soft pity's tear; 
Tho' young, I've felt misfortune's gale» 
It has blown bitter and severe. 
'Round her who slumbers 'ncath yon tree, 
Relieved from earthly misery. 

It is my mother ! frcnn our home. 
An humble cottage, we were driven 
. By cruel man ! and forc'd to roam, 

No roof to shelter w but heavm. 

■If- 



Which like my fate, in gloom is shroudedy 
And all its beauties over cloaded. 

My father fell in battle strife, 

When 1 an infant in the arms. 
Felt not the storms of chequered life,. 
Knew nought of dire wars alarms ^ 
But thajtl knew a mother^ love. 
My tears of anguish now will prove*. 

Too young to labour, mother strove 

To gain a livelihood for me ; 
And while from place to place we'd rove^ 
1 cheered her with my revelry.. 
Unto the town our way we sped, 
Thro' this dark foirest — ^Hope has fled. 

Yes, Hope has fled — for she, whose love 

Urged her with sickness to contend. 
No Ipnger lives, and 1 must rove 
Without a parent, guide or fiiend ; 
Unless kind stranger thou wilt cheer 
The boy, whose mother slumbers here. 

STAA^GER. 

Boy, I have listened to thy tale,. 
And I will prove a friend iq thee ; 



-I 
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Thou art a plant, bent by the gale 
Of deep and keen adversity. 
Tell me/air boy, thy father's name. 
And died he in a field of fanie? 

BOY. 

Albert De Courcy, was his name, 

And on the field of Waterloo 
He fell ; it was a field of fame, 
But ah ! of desolation too. 
Stranger ! the orphan's pray'rs are thine^ 
May joy and peace around thee shine* 

Farewell, my mother ! from above 

Now smile upon thy orphan boy ; 
Befriended, cherished, e'en with love. 

Again his heart may throb with joy. 
Often thy grave, with tearful eye, 

And filial hand with flowers he'll strew ; 
And think like to thy soul on high, 

•Life's faded plant will bloom anew. 
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TUU SKABXHBRW flEBBlf ABB. 



Air. — Of the Canadian Fajfagears. 

Blow breezes blow* 
While lightly we row, 
Our boat thro' the waters, when calmly they 
^ sleep; 
Sweet is the ni^t. 
The moon beams are bright* 

Dancing upon the deep. 

Come, come 
Lady love, come 
Leave thy young slumber, thy lover is near thee ; 
Home, home, / 

The ocean his home, 

On land only thou art loVd deariy*^ ' ' ' i 



« • 



Sleep, haste away. 
Tarry not until to day. 
Thanks dear one, thotfrt coming thy footsteps 1 
hear ; 
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Now swiftly row, 
filow breezes blow, 

Rest love^ there's naught to fear. 

Gay, gay, 
Speed we away. 
Our barque lightly dances upon the blue sea love. 
Tempests shall steep, 
While thou*rt on the deep, 

Smiling thy blessings on me love. 



fFritten in a Lad^s Album, beneiUh an engraviTig 
qfLove sharpening his arrows. 



Mischievous urchin, still dost seek 
To give new venom to thy dart 7 

To dim the eye^ and blanch the cheek, 
And ah ! too often break the heart ? 

Why is iU when you hither come 
Deriving pleasure frooi our pain } 
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'Thou wilt not sorrow leave at home, 
Or with thee take him back again i 

Thy joy is in the pallid cheek, 
The tears o'er beauty's face that roll i 

Thy melody, the sighs that speak 
The desolation of the soul. 

Now throw thy usless quiver by. 

If thou would'st torture mortal hearts^ 

<jo borrow from JVfyrtilla's eye, 
Her piercing glances for thy darts.* 



the: PESTlIiEJIirCES^ 

Written during the prevalence of the Cholera in 

1832. 



XjrLoou, all is gloom and sadness, the glad smile 
Lights not the faces we were wont to see 
Illumin'd by its presence, and the voice 
Of mirth is hush'd in pleasure's bowers *, 
No fairy forms move lightly thro' them now, 
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Scentless and withered all their flowers lie, 
Their bloom departed and their fragrance fleJ- 
The '* pomp and circumstance^ of joyous life. 
No longer meet the eye — the busy hum 
Of industry is still, and all, alas ! 
Is sad and silent now, where all was healthy 
Activitj^ and joy* 

Whence is this change t 
The fatal truth is known, the Pestilence 
Which spares not, is abroad, spreading around, 
Sorrowi and death and terror. The mother. 
Hugs her infant to her breast, as tho' 'twere safe>. 
When nestliRd on that piltow of its fove. 
From the destroyer ; and the flower 
Droops and perishes, even on the soil 
From whence it drew the nourishment of life* 
The unattended hearse moves slowly thro' 
The melancholy streets, no mourning train 
Follow the victims of the pestilence ; 
Unshriv'd they die, and to their last low home 
Without a pray'r consign^, without a tear, 
To mingle with the sod that's thrown upon 
Their breasts. 

» 

God ! ALL Gracious And Eternal t 
To thee, the voice of wailing is uprais'd, 
7he heart uplifted^ ^x^d the form bent low 
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In earnest supplication ; in pity 
Soothe th' afflicted, and the luck restore 
To cheerfulness and health, to bless the name 
Of Him whose justice chastens, and whose 
Mercy heals ! 



ODE, 

Spoken by Mas. Hamblik, at the Bowery Theatre^ 
November 35^ 1 830. On the occasion qf the 

celebration qfike i>^BBNCH axvoLUTiov. 



Hark ! 'twas a battle shout, stem war'il tisaflM 
Rend the still air, the cry is, ^* on^ to artiid !** 
'Tis heard, arid tis obeyM ; the sons of l^ttOui^ 
From rale and mount, with hearts ipesolt'd^ Ad- 

vAnce^ 
To strike for freedom ^nd their natiVejaUd^ 
And snatch the sceptre from a despafH huoA, 

Bravely they bat^ for their ohartef'd rights. 
And freedom's banner raise a^ifn cm high i 
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While smiling vales, and lofty mountain 
heightSt 
Ring loudly* with the soul-inspiring cry. 

^ To arms ! to arms T the signal word is given ! 
High iSoats their banner, — smile upon them 

Heaven ! 
Lo ! 'tis an eagle soars o'er yonder dome. 
The bird of Freedom seeks her early home i 
Now on the air a shout of triumph swells, 
A tale of wonder that proud Peaen tells. 

•• Free ! we are free ! " the words of joy are 

spoken. 
The tyrant flies, the despot's ohains are broken. 
Land of the vine-clad hills and fertile vale I 
Thy songs of triumph rise upon the gale ; 
The flag of freedom is again unfurl'dt 
And hail'd with plaudits by th' admiring world. 

Now o'er the sea* 

To the land of the freei 
Thy triumphant shouts are brought ; 

And the tale is told, 

How thy chiUren bold. 
Far the ri^ts of Iheirlkther^s fought. 
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And oiilUons of freemen, fair France* aris^} 
And echo back thy rejoicing cries ; 
And glad is the greeting, fair France, they send 
To their ancient ally^ and their early friend. 



Nation of gallant hearts ! when tyrant power 
Spread desolation through our native land ; 
Thy hero came to aid us in that hour, 
With noble heart and ever ready hand ; 
He fought and bled in our country's cause, 
Gained our love, and won the world^s applause. 

^Twas La Fayette \ last of the gallant band^ 
That crushM oppression in this western 
^orld; 
Who wrenchM the sceptre from the tyrant's 
hand. 
And the bright flag of liberty unfurPd. 

He led thy champions to the gallant fight. 
Which burst thy chains, proclaimed the people's 

right! 
Who sees agam, as in bis life's young dream, 
The star of freedom on his countiy bcanu . 
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liODg may {he banners of both nafions wave» 
In proud alliance over land and sea; 

And teach the world, the virtuous and brave, 
Alike are mighty, and alike ahe Free. 



THE RETVRjr 



^herb's gladness in the hali, the scene is gay; 
The glowing torches in their gilded frames, 
Shame the broad day^light* when the glorious sun 
dladdens the* earth and gilds the boundless 

heaven* 
Sweet munc echoes through the marble halls. 
And Syren voices mingle with soft notes, 
Uke angeb warbling in their own bright sphere. 
There, a gay group of light and careless hearts, 
Reckless of future ill, who in the dance, 
Trip light as 'fiiiries o'er the summer plains. 
Mark you that maiden ? she, whose sylph-liko 

ibrm^ 

Islieauty's moddi whose enchanting smiles 

4* ^* 
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Are love's own sunbeaiMS ; and whose bteuteote 

eyest 
Blue as the cloudless sky of smilipg spring. 
Wound, while they gaze upon you* Eire saw you 
One more lovely ? has the poet's song» 
With all creative fancy's imagery* 
Ere sung of one more truly beautiful I 
See with what grace, she moves unto the strain. 
Of the pure melody which sways the dance; 
She seems a being of a brighter world. 
Deigning awhile to dwell aWhile on this, 
And reign the mistress of the festive throng. 
Oh ! how I love that girl ! in childhood^s hours, 
When the world's cold and strange formalities 
RestrainM us not, we gaily roam'd together, 
As happy as the free-wing'd birds of air. 
Who gaily warble in the summer groves. 
A change came o'er our lives — ^it was decreedt 
That cold adversity should be mjf lot, 
While fortune's brightest beams should cheer her 

life. 
Gay glittering jewels deck'd her snowy browi 
And yet her radiant eyes outshone their bright* 

ness.; 
Or if with smiling flowers she deck'd her hair, 
The bkx)m upon her cheek, but shamM the rose, . 
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tiKHigh they had robb'd the garden of its fairest, 
To mingle with her love-concealing curls* 
Still she seem'd to love, and smil'd upon me ; 
And gladly greeted me, as when in childhood 
She ran as fleetly as the inountain fawn. 
With joyous heart and happy looks to meet m^. 
We parted — it seems as 'twere but yesternight, 
When in the garden 'neath the starlit skies, 
We met and vow'd eternal constancy. 
There wai^ some joy» e'en in that parting hour. 
She promisM truth ; and who could doubt a girl 
Who looked so innocent and beautiful, 
That wb6n the bare surmise of falsehood, flash'd 
Like an unholy spirit cross my brain, 
I spumM the damning thought, as tho' indeed 
It were insulting heaven's own image, 
Eknbodied in a being so divine. 
Two fleeting years have pass'd ; again I stand, 
Within the halls, where once she gladly met 
The well-lovM partner of her youthful sports. 
Mark how she views me now ; a distant smile. 
Such as we give the beggar we relieve ; 
Nay not e'en so kind, for that's the cheerful. 
The soul-bespeaking smile of charity ! 
She gazes on me, with an eye of frost— • 
Ah ! no ! she doe^ oot--in the giddy throog» 
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She knew^me not— 4)ttt now behold, that smiie 

Bespeaks a faithful heart ; she leaves the daoce^ 

A tear of joy is sparkling in her eye^ 

A smile of welcome plays around her lips^ 

No more — ^no more — she's true^ and I am happy !; 



DBIN KIICO SON&w 



Drink deep, drink deep of this sparkling wine,^ 
'Twill banish each remnant of sorrow ; 

Wliat tho' to day lads, no sun may shine^. 
Believe me 'twill rise on the morrow* 

Come fill high the goblet our spirits ffag« 

Dull care shall not vex us to day boys ; 
Wo have sworn if the greybeard unfurls bis black 
flag. 
To tear it and turn him away boys- 
Come fill ev'ry goblet, IMl tell ye the tale 
Of my loved, and i' faith Tve had many ; 



Aiid Gbani^d tbem, bat now my fond heart with- 
out faily 
Ever turns to my rosy lipp'd Fanny. 

Tirst Clarh» in Spain» a true beauty ind^d» 
Ensnar'd me, 1 thought her secure boys ; 

J askM for her hand, but she lik'd not my creed. 
And hen^ I could never endure boys. 

Id Italy then, a bright girl caught my rye, 



And my heart soon to her was devoted ; 
I ofiered myself, but she said with a sigh, 
An old husband, alas ! on her doated. 

To a rosy facVl Dutch lass, I next made my bow, 
But the stern one repelPd each advance ; 

So there disappointed in getting ^frau^ 
I resolv'd on a visit to France. 

To France then I hastened unfettered by love, 
But Cecile with her black eyes soon caught me; 

Yet the hard-hearted creature I never could move. 
So to England, the next packet brought me. 

in England, *^ where slaves as they land are 
made free," 
Instanter a slave I was made 3 



For love in the shape of fair Bell beckoiiM me. 
And as usual, I bowM and obey'd* 

But still disappointed, to home I then came. 
To this land of the free in the west ; 
*^Where ever unchanging, love's hallowed flame. 
Shall faithfully glow in ray breast. 

Here Fanny enchanted, and soon my brave boyf 

Our hands like our hearts well unite ; 
Then drink, comrades drink, to the queen of my 

Drink deep, while the cup sparkles bright. 

Let Spain keep her Donnas, they'll ne'er do for 
me, 

Nor bright Signorinas not any ; 
French, English and Spanish, Pll let them all be*. 

Secure in the love of my Fanny. 
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A DBE3AM» 



T«B thadows of our sleep are marvellous ; 
They do not vanish when our eyes unclose* 
But hang upou the memory forever. 
Wond^rous the changes, I have seen in dreams* 
Whole years pass by with their mutations; 
Those that have long since fled do live again, 
With all the glowing scenes of happy youth \ 
While those to come, are shown unto us then* 
Witli all the firightful images of dark 
Futurity. 

I had a dream last night, 
Which haunts me even now that sleep has fled. 
Twas not all terrifying, for at first 
My slumbers were as light and "heavenly 
As those of infancy ; then was my dream 
Delightful ; I beheld the home of youth, 
The cottage, where first my eyes were opened 
On the world ; the woodbine, withered now. 
Again bloom*d beautifully ; the songs of infancy 
Almost forgotten now, a thousand happy voices 
Once more warbled, while 1 as happily 
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fn cKonis join*cl.. 1 chas'd the niountain goat^ 

As oft in childKood I was wont to do, 

^heu not a care woiild Riar the fleeting hours. 

^he smiles of beings that I dearly lov'd, 

'Once more beam'd kindly on me ; the voice of 

her, 
Whose voice in dreams alone, I now can})ear» 
With mine united in the morning song. 
To Him, who guides the mysteries of sleep. 
Darkness came o^er the vision and slumber 
Then grew feverish, ^ikI the dream of joy 
Fled from me — ^the cottage was de^ troy'd, 
The song was hush'd — the smiles I valued lost ^ 
And I beheld the being I ador'd. 
Again in all the agonies of death. 
Still I awoke not, and felt as one 
"Stretch'd on a lied of fire; the air of niglit, 
Sirocco-Tike blew on me — then. Oh ! then, 
Methou^ht men with grim malignant visages. 
Tore me from her I lov'd, and hurried me 
Down to the riverside, where a tail ship, 
With canvass spread, ready to woo the waves, 
I then beheld ; and as we came, the seamen 
Shouted " welcome P and rent the air with peaU 
Of maniac laughter — they hurried me 
On board that fearful ship, and fetter'd therei 
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I rainly plead for mercy-— or for death* 
Not One bright cloud, adomM the heavens then } 
I flaw the dark and foamM topped waves aroundt 
And stonny.skies above me ; loud then blew 
The winds, on dash'd the ship, tite canvass rent» 
Flapp'd wildly 'gainst the groaning masts* 
Still louder grew the storm, higher the waves r 
The masts like wilbws bmv'd and half way meC 

them» 
Saenring to whisper with tbe angry waters. 
8000 they broke, and the slioni hull dashM 

madly on 
like an affrighted courser; then I heard 
The cry, '' She leaks i she leaks T and the 

hoarse order 
"To the pumps'' — there flew the 'wilderM sea- 
men: 
They were choak'd and useless, and I heard 
The rushing waters, flow in the shatter'd craft. 
Fast the leak gain'd upon us — and the men 
Desperate and hopeless, on each other gaz^d^ 
And wildly rail'dot heaven for deserting them^ 
The boats were swept away, and tho' 1 knew 
Death was inevitable, 'twas welcome. 
Death came, to all save me ! tlie vessel sunk !; 
Tho* his dark ravages were all around^ 
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Yet I liv'd, and saw the livid oorM 
Of the crew ; down, down in the deep wai I9 
Ga2sing upon the wonders there unfolded. 
t heard the mermaids wond'rous melody. 
And gazM upon the golden dcdphin's play ; 
At length my limbs grew 8tiff» my Uood 

chilPd, 
'And life then left its citadel— -honor 
On hori^r, still augmenting grew. My soulj 
Passed into those dark and bucniog r^ioiMi^ 
Where sin must meet its doom; and the tormnto 
Of the deeply damn'd where shown unto me. 
fi^Yf \fiU them all. Hades and its dark ciew. 
Were all around moy and I could not 'scfy[ie 

them ; 
Torq^ent on torment rack'd, until at length 
So great the agony became, 1 shriek'd aloud* 
And shrieking I awoke, c4ck— fevered— ^pain'd* 



^^^ 



T0E HHOT OlRIi'S (SaN€»« 



Thbt say there's a land beyond the sky. 
Where tears do never flow ; 
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Where neTeris heard a sorrowing sighy 
Where the heart feels no pang of wo. 

Oh ! would 1 were there, if truth they tell, 

Tho' the earth is fair, and I love it well» 
Were it not for those around me ; 

Cokl» cruel looks, they turn on nie» 

And they mock the idiot^s misery, 
And with bitter taunts they wound me* 

Do flowers grow in that spirit clime, 

Like those of the green earth here f 
Are there bowers of roses, groves of lime» 

And no wintry winds severe ? 
For I shrink and weep in the wintry gale» 
When my flowers die, and my cheeks turn pale, 

And the sweet birds, do not sing ; 
And Tm sad — but alas ! I am always so, 
Tho' 1 feel on my heart less weight of wo, 

In the merry smiling spring. 

Will the stars that gem the evening sky, 

Gleam on my pathway there t 
Will I feel no taunt, or hear no cry. 

That mocks at my despair I 
How can I sail to that spirit isle. 
Where hearts that are happy forever srailci 
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Where my soal will again be Kght t 
With the starry clonds that shine on hi^ 
I'll oiake n^e a boat, tbo' I rob the skyv 

And my galley, it shall be bright. 

Do streams of silver water flow, 

Liike my mirror bright streams of earth I 
On whode banks the modest lillies grow 

Which they cherish from their birth ? 
They say, that angels bright, dwell tbere» 
•But oh ! I know not, what ang^ are^ 

Are they birds like those I love t 
Do they warble so sweetly, notes so wild^ 
If so, I will sit like a gentle child. 

And listeOf tbero above* 



t)pen, open, thou lovely sky 1 

Show me that land ofbliss^ 
Tko' the earth is fair, -I would rather die^ 

Than live in a world like this. * 
None look with kindl}* eyes on me. 
No soothing voice, speaks sympathy^ 

None heed me, when 1 weep; 
But perchance, if I die neglected bere, 
Some may feel my story, and shed a tear, 

WbcB they point to the grave where I sleep. 
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•PMci or ujntaam KiOWSbk^ 



We smUe, we simle, the sunmier gale 
Kisses the red rose, and lily pale ; 
We smiley 'tis among us the nightingale sings, 
When the lover his maid to our bower brings* 
There are those that shrink, from night^s balmy 

air, 
And those whom its kisses, leave still more fair ; 
Some close as in slumber, and do not awake 
Till the breath of the morning their slumbers 

break. 

« 
We smile» we smile, when the summer breeze. 
Revives the bright orange and cinnamon trees ; 
We mingle our odors with those of the east. 
And .mortals inhale the ambrosial feast« 
But fleetmg our lives, cold winter our bloom 
Will summon away to its annual tomb. 
We droop and we ligb, but his vcnce we obey. 
And slowly and sadly, we wither away. 



•8 

Yet while summer winds fan us» we think not 

of woe. 
In the pridqi of our beauty awhile we will glow ; 
And the murmur of dying gales, gently shall telU 
So perish the loveliest — earth I fare thee well ! 



FAKTCT AWiy FACT. 



I WOULD I were in Italy ! I have read 

Of its bright skies and ever smiling plains, 

Where flowers bloom ieternally; of groves 

Of golden fruit, the luscious orange, 

And reviving lemon ; and its music ! 

Oh ! the sweet songs of Italy ! so soil, 

And soul-enchanting ! like the jitrains, angels 

Delight to warble in their paradise ! 

I dream by day, my life is made of dreams ; 

They hover round my pillow in the nighty 

Nor do they vanish when the daylight breaks. 

But hang upon my memory forever* 

In sober silence, I have often inus'd 

On these ethereal creations, aad 
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My dreaming fancy, then has wafted me 
Into the land of minstrelsy and heroes. 
1 have seen the Tiber, the proud Tiber, 
With her *' yellow waves,** and I've gaz'd upon 
The seven hill'd city, in its days of pride. 
Then o'er its fallen grandeur wept in truth ; 
Bath'd in the waters of the ge43tle Po, 
And slept in verdant groves on rosy pillows. 
And then IVe listened to Italian strains 
So sweetly warbled — but that was not a dream, 
1 would it were ; and yet — ^but list my tale. 

# * ♦ * . # * * 
There came from Italy a gay bright girl, 
With sparkling eyes that sham'd the stars above, 
And hair, so dark and rich and beautiful, 
I dreamt J 1 saw a love in ev'ry ringlet. 
Then her form ! did you e'er dream of fairies ? 
Or the, Medicean Venus t or the Graces ? 
Or any form that might be deem'd perfection ? 
I see her even now in fancy's mirror, 
And yet it is in vain, I strive to paint her 
Beyond all earthly things, she was so lovely. 
She was not fair, and yet there was a bloom 
Upon her cheek, a whiteness on her brow. 
Betraying something of the rose and lily. 
I Wd my bright Italian! when she sung. 




The nightingale would bush her strains and fisteiu 

There was a sweetness in that angel voioe^ 

Which o'er the soul shed such tranquiUityy 

It never could awake but to adore. 

Oh ! how 1 lovM» yet dar^d not tell fier fo f 

A stem, dark old Italian at her sider 

Would not permit a touch of her fair haiuf^ 

Much less a gentle whisper in her ear* 

I fancied him the father of the maid^ 

So *^ screwed my courage to tbe speaking pouii/^ 

And made a bold avowal of my love ; 

Then had the *' earth op'd wide and swallowU 

me^'^ - 

Had my limbs ^ reAis'd their offices,'' 
Or my heart become a frigid mass of ice, 
'Twould not have been a wond'rous circum'^ 

stance ;^ 
The grim old wretch cried out, " it is ma sposa'" 
And roird his large green jealous eyes at me, 
Then with my dark ey'd songstress on his arm,. 
(Who all the while looked love and lovelp too,) 
Left Qie like one pondemnM to instant death. 
I have not seen them since, save in my dreams^ 
Where still that dark old amorite pursues me. 
And thunders in mine ears, *^it is ma sposa !"' 
X have been told^ tliat in her native land« 



View {ems Ihan Uiose of the earth more bright, 
The yellow amber and pearl so white ; 
Inhale the fragrance -of sea-grown flowers, 
And roam with our spirits thro' coral bowers. 
Oh ] ye wIk) fear nor wind nor wave, 
Jr oUow me to my ocean cave. 



*^ Men toil, 

And hards bum what they call the midoight taper. 

To gain, when the original is dust — 

A name." 

Bt&ov. 



What isjt T Fancy's glittering crown 
That lures the young aspirant on ; 

The laurel chaplet of renown 

That's gain'd, aks ! when life is gone. 

Yes, youth and hope are ever twain, 
That spring, and bud and die united ; 

For when the flower oif one we gain. 
Instead of bloom, we find it blighted. 
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Life's early dream ! 'twas dazzling bright* 

Fit (or a poet's glowing story ; 
Fame open'd to my raptured sight, 

Her portals^ honor, fortune — glory ! 

1 toiPd for all, still beams the light 

That lures me- on ward — though each fiower 
Of hope has felt cold sorrows blight, 

And witherM lies in stud/s bower. 

Yet so it is — to reach the goal 
Of bright renown and deathless fame; 

Still throbs man's ardent, eager soul, 
To gain when he is dust — a name. 



Tf^HERE IS MAT? 



Where art thou lingering, beautiful May, 
With thy sunny smiles and thy mantle gay? 
Wilh thy balmy breath, thy buds and flowers, 
And all that gladdens the fleeting hours ? 



i0S 

ThoU wert wont to come with a smiling brow. 
Not dariLened with clouds, as we see thee now ; 
And the woodland minstrels would gladly sing, 
A welcome of joy to the Queen of Spring. 

There's no song from the woodland, no blossom 

on trees. 
No buds on the rose bush, no warmth in tbej; 

breeze^ 

No green on the heath, not a leaf on the bough- 
All nature, sweet May, seems to ask where art 
thout 

j 

Thou hast come— but thy brow is not deck'd 

with tlie wreath, 
Of the flowers that brighten the field and the 

heath ; 
For e'en as they bud now, the gale passeth by 
So chill, that in budding they wither and die. 

ft 

Why sleep in the lap of old winter so long. 
Thou Queen of the garden, the valley and song ? 
Oh ! come with thy beauty, thy sunshine and 

flowers, 
With thy birds for the wild wood and bloom for 

the bowers^ 
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THE »EAI> HUSSAiEK* 

Written aftef readings a beautiful sketch 8o entitled, which* 
appeared in the Evening Star of the llith July, 1834. 



— ^ibia 



'i This is not death ! There is no terror here— ^ 
No outward seeming that the tyrant king 
Hath made a victim of the manly form» 
Which stretched and motionless upon yon bier^ 
-Xies^xsalm and tranquil as an infant 
LuU'd by his mother^s song. to gentle sleep* 
True, there's no rosy hue upon the cheek ; 
But there's a smile yet lingVipg 'round the Iips» 
From which the coral redness hath not fled ; 
And the cWd lids that hide the orbs of sight. 
Veil them, as though sweet slumber rested there. 
Yet death is there ! And o'er a form like that, 
Fashion'd by God, in nature's fairest mould, 
'Twere manliness to weep ! No fell disease 
Insidiously nipp'd life's early bud : 
Nor did he fall in the hot battle's strife — 
Por there, when war's shrill trump had calPd 

him forth, 
Confronting danger he was ever found. 



For lum, no longer had the soIdier^s life 
The charms of early days — no longer did 
The spirit-stirring drum waken proud feelings 
In the warrior's breast ; the hopes of early youth) 
The laurel-wreath) ambition, glory, fame-^ 
All that the young aspiring soul had sought» 
Droop'd withered, died> beneath the blighting 

chill 
Of disappointment, and affection scoru'd^ 
He lov'd with that intensity of soul. 
Which deifies the object unto whom 
Man yields his heart, and owns himself a slave t 
He lov'd^ to be rejected and despis'd, 
Even by her, comparM to whose affection, 
Fame, glory, life — all that man most prizes — 
Were nought to him whose love was not a plant 
Of sudden growth, but which in early life 
Had sprung within his breast, which ardent hope, 
Like sunshine beaming on the flowers of eQrth> 
Had warm'd into existence and to bloom. 
The blight fell on the flower, and it died : 
Life lost its charms I The soldier was alone 
At night's still hour, and memory recalPd 
All the sweet visions of his boyhood— 
Those bright imaginings-^—^pictures, that youth 
With ardent fancy draws in very air. 
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And gilds wUb suabeams ! 

Alone and wretched ! 
Earth all arouod him in her loyelinesB \ 
Heaven above hinh with her countless starSi 
The shining witnesses of bis des^mir* 
A thought of death came o^ his sadden'd soul, 
And sudden as the thought was his resolve^ 
He knelt, and blessing her his soul adored, 
Drew forth his sword with firm and steady haild^ 
And Roman-like, fell on its-glitt'nng point. 
To rise no more ! 



REIFIidCTIOXS. 



What^ have 1 lovM ? yes, woe has chang'd 

The feelings of my soul indeed ; 
I who in gladness oft have ranged. 

O'er mountain wild and fertile meadi 
With coldness look on lake and bower. 
On mountain wild and gentle flower ; 
For nature's beau tiesy cannot cheer 
The heart, when desolatioo^s there. 
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What have I lov'd 7 the glorious sun 
That rose upon my cottage home ; 

No happier being beam'cl upon, 
'Neath humble roof or lonlly dome. 

I lov^d Bin then^ his golden beams 

"Gilding the forests, groves and streams ; 

Mournful remembrance! telling how 

Ljone, sad and desolate, Fm now. 

What have I lov'd 7 the morning bird, 
Who singing gaily, high would soar ; 
His early lays by none were heard, 

Who could have lov'd to hear them more. 
But all the jo3rs of life have fled. 
And all the hopes of youth are dead ; 
And when the heart is blighted so, 
Can life be cherish'd 7 no — ah ! no« 

The earth will smile, when storms have ceas'd, 
That plants have seared, and oaks have riven ; 
Nature will look with joy increased. 
Upon the glorious bow of heaven. 
But when the heart is torn and sear'd. 
And evVy hope which life endear'd 
Has fled — Ah ! then the soul's despair 
Peek there's no bow of pronuse there. 
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THE (SEASONS* 



I SAW tlie young Spring smile 

On the rejoicing earth 4 
And my heart was glad, when the flowers bright 

- Adorn'd it with their birth. 
And I lovM to hear the minstrelsy 

Of the birds as they flew on high ; 
And the sighings of the gentle gale. 

As it came passing by. 

fl 
And I saw the gay Spring pasS| 

And the sultry Summer come ; 
In dark green verdure was the earth. 

And the flowers were in their bloom. 
And I sought the shady groves, 

When the noon-day sun oppress'd ; 
And crav'd the cooling gales to come 

Apd fan me into rest. 

Then Summer pass'd away, 

And the yellow Autumn smiPd ; 
I listened to the reaper's song, 

Harmonious yet wild. . 
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And beheld the yellow leaves 
Fall from the waving tree ; 

And methought life has its Autumn, 
So will it be with me* 



Then hoary Winter came, 

And Autumn fled before him ; . 
The snow spirit followed in his path* 

And fleecy clouds hung o'er him. 
Yet even Winter has its joys. 

If content be only smiling 
Round the cheerful hearth, the social song 

Hours of care beguiling ; 
Or merry tale or lively dance 

To wile away each hour ; 
Never forgetting the heartfelt prayV, 

To an Almighty Power* 



lis 



SCIPIO ANB HAIVNIBAIi 



On Zama's plains, the hostile chieftains met f: 
One in the glow and energy of youth. 
The other^ worn with hardsliip, toil and care* 
They pausM, and each upon the other gaz'd 
In silent admiration. 

Stem. Hannibal. 
Thus wisely to the youth Scipio spoke» 
And oh ! as after days too truly proved, 
He was prophetic in his speech, as wise. 
*' Young man,'* thus spoke the enemy of Rome^. 
*^ Torfiirtune's present sunshine do not trusty 
^' AH in thy young and inexperienced glance, 
'* Seems bright and thornless, and the people's 

love 
'' Thou deem'st, will thus thro' life thy progress 

cheer. 
*^ Trust not to fortune, trust not to their love ; 
'* Both are uncertain as the reckless wavcF, 
'^ Which now roll madly and destructively^ 
'' Or else sleep calmly in delusive rest«'* 
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Tbe ooansel was unheeded ; history's page 
Records the fearful battle of that day. 
And tells of gallant Scipio's conquest. 
Years swi^ly flew; scarce fideen had elaps'd. 
When he, the victor of Zama'js combat, 
Stood an accused criminal arraign'd. 
He^ once the idol of the people's love. 
Whose fame m glowing minstrelsy was sungi 
Was charged with disaffection to the State 
He had so truly and so bravely serv'd. 
Proudly he spurned the charges — 'twas the pride 
Which ever springs from conscious innocence. 
" This day/' he cried, " scarce fifteen years ago, 
*^ On Zama's plains, I conquer'd Hannibal ; 
" Is this a day fitting for noisy brawls 1 
*' Follow me then, on to the Capitol ! 
*^ And to the immortal Gods surrender thinks. 
For all the blessings they have given us; 
And humbly crave that ye may always have, 
A leader true, as Scipio hath prov'd." 
Such were the feelings of his mighty soul; 
He saw that vulgar praise, e*en like the flower 
Of a day's existeiu^e, withers ere it blooms* 
He left the seat of triumph and of .woe, 
And on the bed of death, he calmly thought 
Of Zama's plains and Hannibal's advice* 



ii 



JC 
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And as the lamp of fleeting life grew dim, 
The hero «aid, ^ here in this calm retreat* 
*' Liet me repose when life's sad dream is o^er; 
" That e'en my very bones^ may ne*er again« 
•* The scenes revisit of ungrateful Rome." 



HTANXAS. 



The home of my early days, whenUfe was young 

and light ! 
The scenes that childhood lov'd, when evVy hope 

was bright ; 
The friends and scenes of happy youth, when 

hearts were always gay, 
Like shadows they have gleamM awhile, and 

then they passM away. 

The voices 1 have lov'd. Oh ! yes, 1 hear them 

still. 
Thro' a heart they never can forget, enchantingly 

they thrill ; 
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The ibrBM that I adored, in Ttsioo's 'round nm 

play. 
In fiuicy I behold them yet, tho' they have p&8s'd 

away. 



to the silent grave, others the wide seas 
part, 

Yet they are never absent, from a fond and faith- 
ful heart; 

The objects infancy has lov'd, from memory ne^er 
decay. 

Oh I no, they still will linger there, till life has 
passM away. 

Yet those I most have lov'd, I still shall see again, 
Tho' others have forever gone, thank God ! they 

still remain ; 
'Twas bitter when we bade farewell — and yet 

we had to part, 
Their voices still are in mine ears, each image in 

my heart ! 

A father's look of love, a mother's angel voice ! 
That when my heart has sorrowM most, to hear 
it would rejoice; 
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The miles of infant beings, who to gaze upon 

with love. 
Made me forget that this was earth, and deem 

myself above. 

Tho' parted, hope still whispers, that we again 

shall meet, 
rut view those smiles of love once more, and 

b^ those voices sweet ; 
1*11 liaten to her whisperings, her wand brings to 

my gaze. 
The happiness of youth again, a scene of brighter 

days. 



HONG 

FOR THE 4th of JULY 
Air—" Le Petti Tambour.*' 



Sound, sound, the martial strain. 
Hail the joyous day again. 
When the good and brave 
On land and wave, 
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Threw ofi'the despot's chain* 
When our sires' of noble name, 
Tbeir Freedom did proclaim^ 
And this western world 
Her flag unfurl'd, 

To glory and to fame. 

CHORUS. 

Then hail to the great and free I 
On land or on boundless saa^ 
O'er the world shall wave 
The flag of the brave. 
Where the cry is, liberty ! 



Oh t where does the traitor rest, 
With cold and heartless breast, 
Who would resign 
The gifts divine. 
His father's rich bequest* 
None, none this soil can tread » 
Witli soul to honour dead, 
The rights would yield 
Wliich, on battle-field 
To gain, our heroes bled. 
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CHORUS. 

Then hail to the great and free ! 
On land or on boundless sea, 
O'er the world shall wave 

* 

The flag of the brave. 
Where the cry is, liberty ! 



Raise the song of joy again^ 

O'er hill and over plain, 

While ev'ry voice 

Shall cry, rejoice ! 

And join the grateful strain. 

Our star-gem ra'd flag shall wave. 
The pride of the good and brave. 
And tears be shed 
For the honor'd dead; 
Who the blessings we cherish gave. 

CHORUS. 

Then hail to the great and free ! 
On land or on boundless sea, 

O'er the world shall wave 

The flag of the brave, 
Where the cry is, Liberty I 
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IPPOIilTA 



'TwA8 a fair scene in that bright land, whose skies 
Are ever beaming with the glowing smiles 
Of an eternal summer ! where the air, 
C!omes from the ferlile vales and orange groves, 
Sweet as the breath of angels, and kisses 
Into life the rose of health. 

Italy ! 
Clime that my soul has lov'd from infancy ; 
Whose songs, e'en now are lingVmg in mine ears. 
Like distant murm'iings of an angel choir ! 
JBeneath thy skies, Ippolita was born ; 
I knew her, when a happy merry child 
She roam'd her native vale, and with a voice 
Bird-like and beautiful, she carroU'd forth 
Her wild-sweet songs, to which with raptur'd ear 
Her sire would listen,. and praise the God 
Who to his love had given, a child so fair, 
So innocent and duteous ; a child 
1 left her for a few brief yeai*s, and when 
Again t saw her, scarce could I rec^ognise 
The little fairy of Italia's vale, 
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In her of beaming eye and bounding step, 

Who then came forth so joyously to meet me > 

She was beautiful. A fbiin more gracefuU 

Even in my wildest dreams of fancy, 

I had ne'er beheld — eyes, dark and flashing 

As the young Gazelles-— and love enkindling 

, smiles. 
That spoke the language of a young warm heart. 
As yet the seat of innocence and truth. 
Again I left her, and again returned. 
Ere scarce another year had passed away. 
It was the evening hour, upon the rose . 
The dew in moonbeams shone, while o'er the 

lake, 
The silv'ry glancesofthe Queen of night, 
Reflected all the varied scen'ry round* 
A fairy form, attir'd in flowing robes 
As white as innocence, stood on the brink 
Of the clear stream, but still and statue like. 
Anon with measured step, she slowly mov'd 
To where a marble urn gave evidence. 
Of the repose of one, whose cares were o'er. 
With flowers she strewM the humble monument. 
And as her hands the verdant ofl'Ving flung, 
Thus did the sad one, with a voice which thrtlPd 
My very soul, pour forth her plaintive lay* 
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'^ Sleep, father sleep, no tears are shed^ 
The broken-hearted cannot weep; 

But thus with flowers strew thy bed. 
And sing thee, like a babe to sleep. 

** Sleep, father sleep, tho* other eyes 

Behold thee not, yet I can see 
Thy well-known features in the skies, 

In yon bright moon, that shines on me^ 

Ekich leaf is still, and calmly flows 
The silver lake so clear and deep ; 

'Tis the heart's hour for repose, 
I'll wake and watch, but thou shalt sleep.'' 

It was Ippolita ! chang'd sadly changed ! 

For now, not one bright ray of intellect 

Shone on the brow it had so oft illum'd. 

She had been ruinM, and her father's heart 

Broke 'neath the shock, and the poor girl he lov'd, 

Abandon'd by the wretch who had destroy'd 

The happiness he promised to promote. 

Became a hapless lunatic, whose only joy 

Was nightly thus to watch her father's grave, 

And fancy that her song luU'd him to sleep, 

£'en as a mother woos her babe to rest. 

7 1 
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I callM unto her, — and for a moment, 
Deem*d that die had recognised my voice* 
^was &ncy ! — she started at the sound, which 

broke 
The universal stillness of the hour. 
At length she saw me, and with one lOud shriek 
Of recognition, flew into my arms 
And pointed to the tomb— and then she smil'd. 
Oh God ! the smile of lunacy pierces 
The heart, and dwells in memory forever* 
She spoke not, but she clung to me, as though 
She had at last, found one whose love would not 
Fors€dce her ! 

Poor girl ! 'twas but a moment's 
Joy for her on earth, her next was heaven ! 
For in that hour she died upon my breast. 
And ere the sun set on the scene agaid. 
She slept lih peace j beside her fatheit^sjgrdve* 
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THB SAliE OF HEARTS. 

Air — " An Old Man would be wooing.'* 



YouNo Love, one day while pla3ang, 

As love is wont to do.; 
Beheld a damsel straying, 

Where wild flowers sweetly grew ; 
And straight he vow'd, whatever befell 

Some mischief he would try ; 
And cried, ** I've faithful hearts to sell ! 

Come buy ! come buy ! come buy ! 
Right fond and faithful hearts to sell. 

Come buy ! come buy ! who'll buy P' 

The maiden was entwining, 

Of flowers bright and fair; 
With dew drops on them shining, 

A nosegay rich and rare ; 
Half finished, from her hand it fell| 

When first she heard bim cry, 
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'^ I've fond and faithful hearts to selU 
Come buy ! come buy ! oh, buy ! 

Right faithful hearts have I to sell, 
Come buy ! come buy ! who'll buy t 

To love, the maiden turning. 

The wily boy address'd ; 
Her cheeks with blushes burning, 

And sighs within her breast : 
'' 1 want a heart, sweet boy," she said,. 

*' (Tor none, alas ! have I ;" 
•' Many liave f, my pretty maid, 

So prythee, buy ! come buy !^ 
Many have I, my pretty maid> 

So buy, come buy ! come buy t 

*' My price js heart for heart, Missy 

I take no other coin ; 
If maids with their's wont part Miss^ 

I ask not, but purloin. 
And thine I have, I know child, 

I see it by thine eye; 
Without one do not go child. 

But buy — come buy— oh, buy \ 
Nay, nay thou shalt not go child, 

Without one — buy ! cpme buy P*^ 
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Just from the boy when parting, 

A shepherd youth their came *, 
Then trembling, blushing, starting, 

She heard him breathe her name. 
^*Ho ! ho !" cried love, " what ! is it so ? 

Here's heart for heart ! Til try j 
An arrow swiftly left his bow. 

Still crying, buy ! come buy ! 
Now maiden, do not heartless go ; 

Good bye ! good bye ! good bye ! 



STAlSrZAS. 



Bear me afar,, my gallant barque, 

Far o'er the foaming sea ; 
Tho' its storms are rude, and its waves are dark. 

Darker is fate with me. 
For fading fast are the fairy flowers, 

I've cherish'd from day to day ; 
And fled are my hope-enchanted hours. 

My barque ! bear roe far away. 



Oh I bear me to sbme distanil h\^ 

From the home v^hich I g|ladlly leare ; 
Where those I deemed my friendd» -coulid stuite^ 

But to ruin and deceive. 
Farewell, my native home, farewell ! 

I will not curse thee — no ! 
Thou art bound to me by a holy sp^U, 

And to leave thee, t^as' will tkcaw. 

1 had hop'd too much — thought them sincere,- 

Who were falser than the wind ; 
My birth-place ! none — oh ! none are there, 

I sigh to leave behind. 
Not one ? Oh ! yes — one, one will weep. 

She still perhaps is true ; 
But when dead in some distant land I sleep. 

She may forget me, too. 

Can she forget mc ? memory strays 

To the hour when first w^ m^ f 
In brighter, happier, earlier days^ 

The heart can ne^er forget. 
Wilt thou go with me gentle one. 

Over yon bociddless sea ? 
My soul is thine— yet I must be gdne» 

Ah ! dear one — Hcnte with me. 



There's a tear in thine eye— and gloom on tfiy 
brow. 

Heed not what others say; 
Take thy heart's counsel love — and now 

My dearest ! come away* 
My barque is safe — and on the breast. 

Whose anguish thou will cheer ; 
In calmness lov'd one, shah thou rest. 

No sigh— no pang — no tear ! 

Thy foot is on the barque, my love ! 

Thy form is in my arms ; 
There's a calm and cloudless sky above« 

Oh ! banish vain alarms. 
Speed ! speed thee on my gallant barque. 

There are none to weep for now ; 
Thou art with me, sweet — fate seems less dark, 

My light of love art thou ! 
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THE IVATCH. 



Sleep fearless on, the sky is bright, 

The stars are heamiDg on the deep ; 
The moon sheds forth her j^entle light, 

Alps well and safe ! then fearless sleep. 
There's nought the slumb'rer's rest to break. 

Scarce does the wmd our canvass swell ; 
The faithful watch alone, must wake, 

And warning give that ** All is well/' 

Now, now the gale, it brisker grows, 

And higher swells the brin}' deep; 
Swifter the gallant vessel goes, 

** All's well and fair," yet fearless deep. 
Furl yonder sail! the wind is strong, 

But yet no datiger does it tell ; 
Xiist the untiring watchman's song, 

Sleep calmly on, for" All is well !" 

But now the stars grow dim and pale. 
The moon has left the low'ring sky ; 
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Wake ! messmates, wake ! and furl each sailV- 
The storm clouds gather tliick on liigh* 

Hark ! hark ! the thunders deeply sound, 
A gathering tempest now they tell ; 

Rouse! sleepers! rouse, froni rest profound> 
While yet the watch may cry *' All's weU*''' 

The foaming waves now madly rise, 
The timbers creak, ah ! heaven be kind f 

The vivid lightnings rend the skies, 

Like demon shouts ! now roars the v^ind.. 

Cheerly ! my messmates, cheerly ho ! 

Trust, trust to Him who high doth dwell ;: 
Watching o'er all his crew below, 

And fondly hope, **A11 may be well/' 

Yes, yes ! for now the tempest breaks, 

Lulling the winds, the storm clouds fly ;: 
Yonder, the rosy morning breaks^ 

Spreading her blushes o'er the sky. 
Yon golden streaks proclaim the day, 

The sea-bird's strains, in music swell ; 
Cheerly, to duty then, away ! 

The storm is weather'd, *' All is well I" 
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THE DEAD SOLDIER. 

A tribute to the Memory of Lieutenaht J, 
McDoNouoH, of the '* Light Guard'' ^N«w 

YottK. 



Ate, furl the martial banner. 
And cover it with pail; 
And with measured tread 
Bear the honored dead. 
To the last low home of alL 

Yes, gaze upon that manly brow, 
That frank and open face ; 

Wherein, tho' death is seated there, 
His character you trace. 

He wa3 one, well lov^ while living. 
He is one to mourn for, dead ; 

For from its " earthly tenement/' 
A noble soul has fled. 

Weep, weep ! the tears are manly, 
The brave shed for the brave ; 
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They fall like holy dew upon* 
A. brother soldier's grave. 

Now bear thy brother onward, 
For he gloried in thy fame ; 

And yield to him the martial rites, 
The gallant ever claim. 

On ! bear him to his mother. 
And lay him in her breast ; 
Earthy claims her son ! then peacefully 
Consign him to his rest, 
'Neath holy ground 
Till trumpet sound, 
There sleep, thy comrade blest. 

The martial train have halted. 

The funeral notes now cease ; 
A prayV, and then the muskets roar^ 
Tell that the solemn rites are o'er. 
The soldier sleeps in peace. 
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THE FOUSH MATRON^ 



She stood a captive, 'mong her country's fi>es, 

A fetter'd slave, even beneath the skies. 

That smiiM upon her birth. Unmov'd she stood> 

Waiting the doom, to which the tyrants who 

Had trampled on her country's hberties, 

Would soon devote her. She sigh'd for death; 

For from the bonds of slavery and shame. 

Death had delivered all she lov'd on earth; 

And she, the last and loveliest of her race. 

Like a fair flower on a desert heath, 

Was left, in loneliness to droop and die. 

They doomed her to the scourge, but not to death; 

Such mercy was denied. Awhile she stood 

In silent agony, and then she spoke ; 

But not to ask her tyrants, to rcrvoke 

The sentence which their cruelty decreed. 

** Give me your scourge," she cried, ** and spare 

*• it not ; 
"" Let them who knew me in my life's young 

" hours, 
•" Who with me sung the songs of Liberty, 
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" Behold the shame to which a daughter of 

** Once happy Poland, has been devoted 

*' In their father-land ; let them look on, 

** And witness how she'll bear it, nor shrink, nor 

groan, 
** Nor bend her knee, to crave mercy from those 
** Whose hearts are like the black and blasted 

soil, 
•* No dews refresh, or holy sun-beams warm." 



No-^not where sympathy might heave a sigh, 
Would they inflict the doom they had pronouac'd; 
Fitter, they deem'd it, for the dungeon's gloom, 
Than for the gaze of man and the broad light 
Of Heaven. 

Unto her cell they bore her, 
To wait the dawning of another day 
Of slavery. Her lute was there. 
Which in thejoyousness of early life 
She oft had touch'J, while in wild melody 
She carrolIM forth, tiie happy songs of Freedom ! 
Once more she touch'd it, and the 'waken'd note, 
SeemM like the sigh a broken heart sends forth i 
Again with trembling hand she swept its strings, 

And thus the hapless one, sung her Farewell. 

7* 
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Earth, fare thee well ! there is no spot 

Which thou couldst give to me. 
Like that where smil'd my father's cot» 

When all 1 loy'd were free ! 
A despot rules my native land» 

I sigh a fetter'd slave; 
Come, Death — Oh 1 come, with friendly baDdy 

My home must be — the grave. 



The rosy morning blush'd upon the land : 
True to their cruelty, they came with scourge. 
The sentence of the tyrant to fulfil. 
They found their victim* bending o'er her lute. 
Silent and motionless. Did she slumber t 
Yes, most happily ; — for ere they came, 
The angel she invoked, had heard her pray'r. 
And given her Eternal Liberty.! 
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HOPES. 



Yes I will hope, though years have fled, 

Unchanging in their sadness by ; 
Though ev'ry flower ihat rais'd its head 
In bloom awhile, now torn and dead, 
WitherM upon life's path doth lie. 

Ah ! didst thou know, how bright a dream 

Hope*s magic pencil fondly drew, 
In life's young hour whrn every gleam 
Upon the heart, was like the beam 
Which gives the wave a rainbow hue ; 

'Thou wouldst not marvel, I should sigh 
To know, it was too bright to last; 

Or that the tear should dim the eye. 

Or on the soul, thus mournfully. 

Despondency her shades should cast 

Cay are the poet*s early hours^ 
Happy the early lay he sings ; 
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For then his harp is deckM with flower^ 
CulI'd fresh from fancy's rosy bowers, 
Bright as his own imaginings. 

Then in his ardent dream appears, 

A dew-gemmM wreath that sparkles bright ; 
Dew-drops ? Alas ! they are tlie tears 
Wrung from his soul in after years. 

When friends forsake and sorrows blight. 

Yet sweetly does the Syren sing. 

And tell when wintry storms arise ; 
The'flowers which from the green earth spring. 
Wither ; but bloom, when on light wing 
Birds greet again, the sunny skies. 

Onward ! still onward, glide my barque, 

A haven thou wilt reach at last ; 
Though clouds hang o'er thee dense and dark, 
Hope ! at thy helm, thou art an ark 

Of safety, to outride the blast* 
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JUOXODY 

Spoken by Mr. Harrison at the Park Thentre^ 
June. 96, 1834, after the funeral solemnities in 
honor of Geniiral Latayette, — and by Mr, 
Parsons^ ai the American Theatre on the same 

EVENIKO. 



From Francia's vine dad land, a sound of woe 
BornQ o'er the ocean is re-echo'd here ; 

While Freedom's genius, bending sad and Iow» 
In sorrow sighs and sheds the pearly tear. 

Why mourn the genius of our native land ? 

Why swell those notes of sadness on the gale ? 
Why droops our star- gemm'd banner in her hand. 

And why» with signs of woe^its brightness v^ 1 

She weeps for him, who o'er the distant wave, 
'Mid regal splendor and wealth's dazzling light; 

Abandon'd all, and leagued him with the brave. 
To strike for freedom and a nation's rights f 
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Yc8'**La Fayette ! whose name to er^iy car. 
Wakens proud feelings in the Patriot breast;. 

To France, Columbia, and to freedom dear, "^ 
Has sunk, time bonor'ci^ to eternal rest* 

Alas ! that goodnessr valor, wisdom, virtue, 
worthy 

Should perish like the young and teinler flower; 
Which sheds at noon its fragrance o'er tim earth. 

But torn and scentless, dies at evening's hour* 

Save his on History's eventful page, 

A name more honored, there's engi'av'd, but 
one J 
Known o'er the earth, ador'd in evlry age. 

His friend, companion, father — Washington ! 

With him united in that trying hour^ 

When &tern oppression giiev'd our native land; 

He struggled nobly 'gainst a tyrant power. 
And struck tlie sceptre from a despot's hand* 

• 

He liv'd to see the young world of the west, 
Rival her proud oppressor in the arts; 

Soil of the free, and home of the oppress'd^ 
A land of geneix^us and grateful hearts* 
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The hero of (wo worlds has sunk to rest ; 

By nations' moimi'cf, he's ^ather'd to the grave ;^ 
Belov'd ofalL by gratefnl freemen blest, 

Howtreasurcl rs the mem'ry of ihe brave^ 

Not fame alone immortal honour gives, 
A boHer feeling Ho we cherish yetj 

''Tis gratitude ! as Washington siill lives 

In Freemen's heart s» there too, lives La Fa?* 

ETTfi I 



THE SOLDIER^S TVIVR 



Forth from her mountain home she sped. 

With a light and happy heart ; 
And her brows were Irt with the sunny smiles*. 

Which joyous liopes impart* 

Forth went she^ with a bounding step, 

Her boy was at her side ; 
The semblance of her lord and love» 

Her blessing and her pride* 
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The smiles of Spring were on the laiid'» 

In vernal bloom the flowers ; 
And the placid stream roiPd brightly on» 

Calm as life's earliest hours. 

And the woodland minstrels Trom their nestit^ 

Arose on wanton wing ; 
And warbled forth in melody 

A welcome to the Spring \ 
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fiven upon a mom thus bright, 
Her husband bade farewell ; 

For war's shrill trump had echo'd thro 
Mountain and grove and delK 



His armour she had buckled on» 
And sped him with a prayV; 

Such as a wife's fond heart sends forthi, 
Whose lord is treasur'd there. 

And now the joyous tale was brought^ 
That war's fierce strife was o'er; 

And evening's purple hour would bring 
The lov'd one home once more. 



-» 
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To meet him then, she journeyed forth 

The matron and her boy ; 
Her young fond heart, overflowing with 

Hope^ thankfulness and joy. 

She lookM upon her baby boy, 

Who had so bravely grown ; 
KissM his red lips, and gazM upon 

His eyes, so like her own. 

And thought how proud, his sire would mark 

The beauty of his boy ; 
And claspM him closer to her heart, 

With all a mother's joy. 

There came a sound upon the breeze, 

It was a martial strain ; 
But not of triumph did it tell. 

She pausM — ^it came again. 

Why sunk her heart with terror then f 
Why fiUM her eyes with tears T 

She saw the plumed train advance,*— 
Beheld their glittering spears. 
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They canie« but iiot as victors comer 
Measured and slow their tread ; 

And sadly now swells on the breeze. 
The requiem of the dead* 

A fearful thought has crossed her mind,— 
They halt,— ^she gazes round ; 

In evVy rank she seeks the one 
Ef'er in the Jbremost found. 

None speak — ^but all with tearful eyes 

Look on a martial bier ; 
She shrieks — and lifts the banner pall — 

Ves — he was lifeless there ! 
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